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spring speaks again, and all our woods are stirred, 
Asid all our wide glad wastes qflower around, 

That twice have heard keen April's clarion sound 
Since here we first together saw and heard 
Spring's light reverberate and reiterate word 
Shine forth and speak in season. Life stands crowned 
Here with the best one thing it eroer found, 

As of ray soul’s best birthdays dawns the third. 

There is a friend that as the wise man saiih 
Cleaves closer than a brother: nor to me 
Hath time not shown, through days like waves at 
strife, 

This truth more sure than all things else but death. 
This pearl most perfect found in all the sea 
That washes toward your feet these waifs of life. 


The Pines, 

A^rii jGSa. 
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TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE 



PRELUDE. 


TRISTRAM AND ISEULT. 

Lovk, that is first and kst of all things made, 

The light that has the living world for shade, 

The spirit that for temporal veil has on 
The souls of all men woven in unison, 

One fiery raiment with all lives inwrought 
And lights of sunny and starry deed and thought, 
And alway through new act and passion new 
Shines the divine same body and beauty through, 

The body spiritual of fire and light 
That is to worldly noon as noon to night 
Love, that is flesh upon the spirit of man 
And spirit within the flesh whence breath began 
Love, that keeps all the choir of lives in chime ; 

Love, that is blood within the veins of time j 
That wrought the whole world without stroke of hand, 
Shaping the breadth of sea, the length of land. 

And with the pulse and motion of his breath 
Through the great heart of the earth strikes life and 
death, 
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TSISTMU OF nONCSSL^ 


For tli«e too, tkese nqr lomi, tl'rte tny tnm, 
Sa'r Dutte, saw Cod visifcfe fcy pm, 

With lips that thocdCTCd asd with f«l that trod 
Before mens eye* mcogmsabSe Cod , 

Saw lore and TOii and light and tight a-d fi« 
Lire one lue and a one inot.th rc*j ire. 
And w one golden soand th-w w*'ole »oU heard 
Souiding, one a»eet iflunitigable word. 


They have the night, who hid lihe tu the day ; 
'le, whom day birdi, ahaH Kate the night u ther 
^\e, from the fetters ofthclght tmbeond, 

Healed of ow wound otlirag, than sl-w? «r«d. 
AB pfa twt one the jealo.j Cod cay h?ep 
From our souls tonpng. one be a-jiol-sle«w 
Tba, though be pudge aB od er grace to rnyer. 
^ pwe his closed band carnet choose but rare. 
Tba, though hii ear be scaled to aU live. 

Be « hgUy given ct loWy. Cod iniut pte. * 

« e, as (he men wfcrse name on eonh u cone. 

'' t too shall surely pass out of the sun , 

^t of the round and eydes, ^r ^ 

to " to «md. « Uf. 

&<! 1..8 t-od „ ft, 

to, ,1,™ .Bttt Cm 01 u, 

E.tlhttoso„U.4!,.rfo,oof4y 



TRJSTHAM OF LYOI^ESSE. 


XI 


Hath sense and speculation j and the sheer 
Limidess length of lifeless life and dear, 

The timeless space -wherein the brief worlds move 
Clothed with light life and fruitful with light love, 
With hopes that threaten, and with feats that cease, 
Past fear and hope, hath in it only peace. 

Yet of these lives inlaid with hopes and fears, 
Spun fine as fire and jewelled thick with tears, 
These lives made out of loves that long since were, 
Lives -wrought as ours of earth and burning air, 
Fugitive flame, and water of secret springs. 

And clothed with joys and sorrows as with wings, 
Some yet are good, if aught be good, to save 
Some while from washing wreck and -wrecking ^vave. 
Was such not theirs, the twain I take, and give 
Out of my life to make their dead life live 
Some days of mine, and blow my living breath 
Between dead lips forgotten even of death ? 

So many and many of old have given my twain 
Love and live song and honey-hearted pain. 

Whose root is sweetness and whose fruit is swee^ 

So many and with such joy have tracked their feet, 
"What should I do to follow ? yet I too, 

I have the heart to follow, many or few 
Be the feet gone before me ; for the -way, 

Rose-red -with remnant roses of the day 
Westward, and eastward white with stars that break, 
Between the green and foam is fair to take 
For any sail the sea-wind steers for me 
From morning into morning, sea to sea. 



1 . 

the sailing of the swallow 

About the middle music of the spring 
Came from the castled shore of Ireland’s king 
A fair ship stoutly sailing, eastward bound 
And south by Wales and all its wonders round 
To the loud rocks and ringing reaches home 
That take the wild wrath of the Cornish foam, 

Past Lyonesse unswallowed of the tides 
And high Carlion that now the steep sea hides 
To the wind-hollowed heights and gusty bays 
Of sheer Tintagel, fair with famous days. 

Above the stem a gilded swallow shone. 

Wrought with straight wings and eyes of glittering 
stone 

As flying sunward oversea, to bear 

Green summer with it through the singing air. 

And on the deck between the rowers at dawn, 

As the bright sail with brightening wind was drawn, 
Sat with full face against the strengthening light 
Iseult, more fair than foam or dawn w’as white. 
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Her gate was g^a4 past Ve*» twTS Sirsms 
And her face lo\ ely past iciue of love. 

Past ihousht and speech her ffa-den ©oQoaa were, 
And a moie £oldea tannae was her hair. 

The Tjry Tefl of her bright fle^ sras made 
As of hght wweft and moonbeun ooVwred shade 
More fine than taoonbeami , white her eyelids shone 
As snow SKn itncVea Chat enduro the saa. 

And through their auled and oloured douds of deep 
X^unuLOUs Ushes thick as dreams m sleep 
Shone u the sea’s depth swahowing up the sky’s 
The spnnjs of mumi^mable eyes. 

As the wastfs subtler emenW. u piettftd thiongb 
t\1ih the utmost hearca’s menrenble blue, 

And both are worett and molun m one ilo'ht 
Of amotous eolout and unphcaied light 
Hoder the golden guard and gare of noon. 

So glowed thmr awless amotoas plenilune, 

Aznre and gold and ardent grey, made strange 
With fiery diQorenne anl deep intw^angt 
Inexplicable of glones mnlafonn , 

Kow as the sufien sapp&ne jwdls toward storm 
Foamless, their fnner beauty grew acold. 

And r-ow *fire wt* ardour fine gold. 

Her flower soft lips were meek and passionate, 
h or lore upon them hke a shadow sate 
Panent, a foreseen visjms ot sweet things, 

A dream with eyes fast shut and plumeless 
That knew not what matf a love Or hfe should bt 
Not had It s^ht not heart V> hone or aee 
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What thing should come, but childlike satisfied 
Watched out its virgin vigil in soft pride 
And unkissed expectation ; and the glad 
Clear cheeks and throat and tender temples had 
Such maiden heat as if a rose’s blood 
Beat in the live heart of a lily-bud. 

Between the small round breasts a white way led 
Heavenward, and from slight foot to slender head 
The whole fair body flower-like swayed and shone 
Moving, and what her light hand leant upon 
Grew blossom-scented : her warm arms began 
To round and ripen for delight of man 
That they should clasp and circle : her fresh handsu 
like regent lilies of reflowering lands 
llTiose vassal firstlings, crown and star and plume, 
Bow down to the empire of that sovereign bloom, 
Shone sceptreless, and from her face there went 
A silent light as of a God content ; 

Save when, more swift and keen than love or shame, 
Some flash of blood, light as the laugh of flame. 

Broke it with sudden beam and shining speech. 

As dream by dream shot through her eyes, and each 
Outshone the last that lightened, and not one 
Showed her such things as should be borne and done. 
Though hard against her shone the sunlike face 
That in all change and rvreck of time and place 
Should be the star of her sweet Imng souL 
Nor had love made it as his written scroll 
For evil will and good to read in yet j 
But smooth and might)', without scar or fret. 
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Fresb and higb ifted i«s itt feefaiJess brow 
As tbe oal trte flower that tops *e topmost 'bougb. 
Ere It drop off before the perfect leaf , 

And nothing save bss oame be had of gnef, 

The name his mother, dying as he was boro, 

Made out of sorrow m very sorrow’s scorn, 

And set i* on him smdmg m her sight, 

Tnsiiam , who now, dothed widi sweet youth »wi 
might. 

As a glad mCtiess wore that hitter name, 

The second symbol of the world for fame. 

Famous and fuU of fortune was his youth 
Ere the beards bloom bad left his cheek nnsmooth. 
And m hu face a lordship of strong )oy 
And height of heart no dunce could curb or doy 
lightened, and aU that wanned them at hu eyes 
lavfd <heo ar itfia that kiadte ss they tae 
'Coward h^t they turn to music love the blue strong 
skies. 

So like the morning thnni,,b the mormag mored 
Tnstram, a bght to look on and be lo% ed. 

Song sprang between his hps and hands, and shone 
Singing, and strengthened and sank down thereon 
As a bird settles to the second flight. 

Then from beneath bn haipmg hands with might 
Leapt, and made war and had its fill and died, 

And all whose hearts were fed upon it sighed 
Silent, and m them all the fire of tears 
Pained as wme dnmken not w-th bps but ears 
Ard faring on his fcnent hands that TT.,do 
The might 01 music ail their souls obeyed 
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With trembling strong subservience of delight, 

Full many a maid that had him once in sight 
Thought in the secret rapture of her heart 
In how dark onset had these hands home part 
How oft, and were so young and sweet of skill ; 

And those red lips whereon the song burned still, 
Wlrat w'ords and cries of battle had they flung 
Athwart the swing and shriek of swords, so young ; 
And eyes as glad as summer, what strange youth 
Fed them so full of happy heart and truth, 

That had seen sway from side to sundering side 
The steel flow of that terrible springtide 
That the moon rules not, but the fire and light 
Of men’s hearts mixed in die mid mirth of fight 
Therefore the joy and love of him they had 
Made thought more amorous in them and more glad 
For his fame’s sake remembered, and his youth 
Gave his fame flowerlike fragrance and soft growth 
As of a rose requickening, when he stood 
Fair in their eye, a flower of faultless blood. 

And that sad queen to whom his life was death, 

A rose plucked forth of summer in mid breath, 

A star fall’n out of season in mid throe 
Of that life’s joy that makes the star’s life glow, 

Made their love sadder toward him and more strong. 
And in mid change of time and fight and song 
Chance cast him westsvard on the low sweet strand 
Where songs are sung of the old green Irish land, 
And the sky loves it, and the sea loves besq 
And as a bird is taken to man’s breast 


c 
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■nie meet sealed land where sorrow sweetest sings 
Is wrapt round with them as wiflt hands and wings 
And tahen to the sea’s heart as a flower 
There m the luck and light of his p'od hour 
Chme W tfie ttag’s c<not She » tMtlcsi jnan 
TxBttam, and while some half a season wn 
Abode before him harping in his hall, 

And taught sweet craft of new things tnurcal 
To the dear laauJen moath and lonocent hands 
That for his sake are lamous in all buds. 

Yet was not love between them, for their Crte 
Lay wTapt m its appointed hour at wait, 

And had no flower to show yet. and no stiog. 

But once bejng vered with some past wound the king 
Bade give him comfort of sweet baths, and then 
Should Iseult watch turn as his handmaiden, 

For bis mote honour m men's sight, and ease 
The hum he had with hdj remedies 
Made by her mother’s magic m strange hours 
Out of live roots and life compelling flowers. 

And liDdmg by the wounds shape in his side 
This was the knight by whom their strength had died 
And all their might m one man overthrown 
Had left then shame in sight of all men shown. 

She would have slam him swocdless with his sword , 
Yet seemed he to her so great and £nr a lord 
She heaved up hand and smcAc not , then said he. 
Laughing—* What comfort shall this dead tnan be, 
I>MiseI ? what hurt is for my Wood to heal ? 

But set your hand rot rear the toothhd steel 
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Lest tlie fang strike it’ — ‘Yea, the fang,’ she said, 

‘ Shouldlt not sting the very serpent dead 
That stung mine unde? for his slayer art thou. 

And half my mother's heart is bloodless now 
Through thee, that mad’st the veins of all her kin 
Bleed in his wounds whose veins through thee ran thin.’ 
Yet thought she how their hot chief’s violent heart 
Had flung the fierce word forth upon their part 
Which bade to battle the best knight that stood 
On Arthur’s, and so dying of his wild mood 
Had set upon his conqueror’s flesh the seal 
Of his mishallowed and anointed steel, 

Whereof Uie venom and enchanted might 
Made the sign bum here branded in her sight 
These things she stood recasting, and her soul 
Subsiding till its wound of wrath were whole 
Grew smooth again, as thought still softening stole 
Through all its tempered passion ; nor might hate 
Keep high the fire against him lit of late ; 

But softly from his smiling sight she passed. 

And peace thereafter made between them fast 
Made peace between two kingdoms, when he went 
Home with hands reconciled and heart content. 

To bring fair truce ’twixt Cornwall’s wild bright strand 
And the long >^Tnngling wars of that loud land. 

And when full peace was struck betwixt them twain 
Perth must he fare by those green straits again, 

And bring back Iseult for a plighted bride 
And set to reign at Mark his uncle’s side. 



,0 THE SAILING Or THE SIVALLOIV 

So nor with feast made »Ttd all tnumpts done 
Itey sailed between the moon&ll and the sun 
Under the spent sUis eastward , but the queen 
Out of wise heart and subtle love had seen 
Such things as mi^t be, dark as in a glass, 

And lest some doom of lb<3- should cotae to pass 
Bethought her with h w ecr“t soul a’ one 
To work some charu for mama" unison 
And strike the heart of Iscn'l to her lord 
With power compulsive mo ■* t an stroke of sword. 
Therefore widi rurvetlou-i h»ii»s and spells she 
wrought 

To win the vetp wonder of her thought, 

And brewed u with her seoet hands and blest 
And drew and gave out of her secret breast 
To one bei chosen and Iseul^s handmaiden, 
Brangwam, and bade her hide from sight of tnen 
This marvel covered m a golden cup, 

So covering m her heart the counsel up 
As ID the gold the wondrous wine la; dose , 

And when the last shout with the last cup io«e 
About the bnde and bnd^roDO bound to bed, 
Then should this one word of her will be said 
To her new mamed maiden child, that she 
Should druik wuh Mark this draught in um^. 

And no bp touch jt for her sake but theus 
Tot wuh long love and consecrating ptajers 
The wine was hallowed for their mouths to pledge } 
And if a drop fell from da beaker’s edge 
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That drop should Iseult hold as dear as blood 
Shed from her mother’s heart to do her good. 

And having drank they twain should be one heart 
Who were one flesh till fleshly death should part — 
Death, who parts all. So Brangwain swore, and kept 
The hid thing by her whUe she waked or slept. 

And now they sat to see the sun again 
Whose light of eye had looked on no such twain 
Since Galahault in the rose-time of the year 
Brought Launcelot first to sight of Guenevere. 

And Tristram caught her changing eyes and said ! 

‘ As this day raises daylight from the dead 
Might not this face the life of a dead man ?' 

And Iseul'c, gazing where the sea was wan 
Out of the sun’s way, said : * I pray you not 
Praise me, but tell me there in Camelot, 

Saving the queen, who hath most name of fair ? 

I would I were a man and dwelling there, 

That I might win me better praise than yours. 

Even such as you have j for your praise endures, 
That with great deeds ye wring from mouths of men, 
But ours— for shame, where is it ? Tell me then, 
Since woman may not wear a better here, 

Who of this praise hath most save Guenevere ? ’ 

And Tristram, lightening with a laugh held in — 
‘Surely a little praise is this to win, 

A poor praise and a little ! but of these 
Hapless, whom love serves only with bowed knees, 
Of such poor women fairer face hath none 
That lifts her eyes alive against the sun 



„ TSB SAimO or THE SWALLOW 

Tta JWbrf. 5.SB, "« 

Items! ot .to, 

Al»v= to to*” 0“ 1™”S" ‘“J 

. Al,' sad Istnlt, • » to BOie Hi! Ik” " 

Loot I am tall,’ and ittuck the mast hard by, 
W.autm»t«P>™dto'i«tk»k'>S'"kf''- 
• tod look, tnj 1«"1. »k” I to >nd ittod, 

St»d«g !t»5ht up , told flu. quto flu fl.u.BUd.1 
Nay, over tall she must be dieo, like me , 

Less fair than lesser women. Maythabe, 

That still she stands the second stateliest ihere. 

So mote than many so moch younger fair, 

She, bom when yet the king your lord was not, 

And has the thud kmght after Launcelot 
And after you to serve bet ? nay, sir, then 
God made her for a godlike $ gn to men.’ 

* Ay,’ Tnstram answered, ‘ for a sign, a s gn — 
Would God It were not I for no planets shme 
With half such fearful lot'^aU of men’s fate 
As a fair face so mote umortunate.’ 

Then with a smde that ht not on her brows 
But moved upon ha red mouth trenmlous 
laght as a sea bud’s motion oversea, 

‘ Yea,' quoth Iseult, ‘ the happKi hap for me, 

With no such face to bni^ men no such fate. 


Yet her might all we women bom too late 
Praise for good hap, who so enskied above 
Not more in age excels us than man's love.’ 
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There came a glooming light on Tristram's face 
Answering ; * God keep you better in his grace 
Than to sit down beside her in men’s sight. 

For if men be not blind whom God gives light 
And lie not in whose lips he bids truth live, 

Great grief shall she be given, and greater give, 
For Merlin witnessed of her years ago 
That she should work woe and should suffer woe 
Beyond the race of women : and in truth 
Her face, a spell that knows nor age nor youth. 
Like youdi being soft, and subtler-eyed than age, 
With lips that mock the doom her eyes presage. 
Hath on it such a light of cloud and fire. 

With charm and change of keen or dim desire. 
And over all a fearless look of fear 
Hung like a veil across its changing cheer, 

Made up of fierce foreknowledge and sharp scorn, 
That it were better she had not been bom. 

For not love’s self can help a face which hath 
Such insubmissive anguish of wan wrath, 

Blind prescience and self-contemptuous hate 
Of her own soul and heavy-footed fate, 

Writ broad upon its beauty : none the less 
Its fire of bright and burning bitterness 
Takes with as quick a flame the sense of men 
As any sunbeam, nor is quenched again 
With any drop of dewfall ; yea, I think 
No herb of force or blood-compelling drink 
Would heal a heart that ever it made hot 
Ay, and men too that greatly love her not. 



M.ie no g-oot ■»"'^°' ' ,„e £■*. by 
When onth bis ptn s q^cVeiung shy 

P* .. . b«*less „„„ „« 

Between moonnse eyes about 

Oolhel antb jet msbt B bteh . 

As night with sB Lamoiacifi, 

=^ir 

" it^Mtmne ot seanelbing to' 
to less cl something » be bom and done 

^noinhe.».i.ls.,epots<mtthesnn( 

’^rTn.tnon«i.«e..d •Sosel), as 1 1^ 

TOs „„s he. sonl such bntemess to dsink. 

The m. bora bhnd, die sighdess sm nnVnown, 
Wranght when die .s«met » bf b>to ™ blo.^ 
Bnt sessee aararar, and spmg fot enshrf ho will 
With bloom ol draaras no fraitage shonld InlH, 
^^^lea out ot vision and desire to wrought 
The sudden s;n that 6om the hvms thought 

Leaps a live deed and dws not thentherc came 

On that Wind sin saift eyesight hhe a dame 
Touching the dark to dc«h, and made her mad 
With helpless knowledge that too late forbade 
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What was before the bidding; and she knew 
How sore a life dead love should lead her through 
To what sure end how fearful ; and though yet 
Nor mth her blood nor tears her way be wet 
And she look bravely with set face on fate, 

Yet she knows well the serpent hour at wait 
Somewhere to sting and spare not; ay, and he, 
Arthur’ 

‘ The king,* quoth Iseult suddenly, 
‘Doth the king too live so in sight of fear? 

They say sin touches not a man so near 
As shame a woman ; yet he too should be 
Part of the penance, being more deep than she 
Set in the sin,’ 

‘ Nay,’ Tristram said, ‘ for thus 
It fell by wicked hap and hazardous. 

That mttingly he sinned no more than youth 
May sin and be assoiled of God and truth, 

Repenting ; since in his first year of reign 
As he stood splendid with his foemen slain 
And light of new-blown battles, flushed and hot 
'With hope and lue, came greeting from King I>ot 
Out of his wind-worn islands oversea, 

And homage to my king and fealty 
Of those north seas wherein the strange shapes svdm, 
As from his man ; and Arthur greeted him 
As his good lord and courteously, and bade 
To his high feast ; who coming with him had 
This Queen Morgause of Orkney, his fair wif^ 

In the green middle Maytime of her life. 



,6 THE SAIUiJG OF THE SWALLOW, 

Aad scarce in Aptfl was our ba|:'s fts then. 

And goodliest was he of all flowenng men, 

And of what graft as ?ct fcsmsdf knew not , 

Bat told as tains la automn was King Lot 
And gtev grown out of season so there sprang 
Swift love between them, and ^l spnag thiough sang 
Light in then joyous hcanng , for none knew 
The bitter bond of Wood between them two, 

Twain faibw but one mother, bll too Istfi 
The sicred mouth of Merlin set forth late 
And brake the secret seal on Anhny’s tarlh, 

And showed his nun and bis mis on earth 
Inexncable, sad light on lives to b& 

For surely, though tune slay us, yet shall we 
Have aueh high tAiot and lAtdsbip of good days 
As ahsli sustain us byio& and men’s praise 
Shall bum a beacon bt above us dead. 

Asvd of the king how shall tvot this be said 
MTien any of us from any moatb las pmse, 

That such were men m only dus kin^s days. 

In Arthur’s? yea, come shine or shade, no l«s 
Hu name shall be one name with ioigatliness 
Hu toe one light with sunh^e \ e* m sooth 
His age shah beat the burdens of b* youth 
And Weed frmn he <t«u Woodshed , for indeed 
Ebna to baa blind his sister brought forth see4 
^nd of the chdd beiweea tteax shall U bom 
Destmcton so shall God not suffer scorn, 
is or in Men’s souls and Utos his law be dead.' 

And as one tooved and marvelling Iseult s-ud • 
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* Great pity it is and strange it seems to me 
God could not do them so much right as ire, 

■^Tio slay not men for witless evil done ; 

And these the noblest under God’s glad sun 
For sin they knew not he that knew shall slay, 

And smite blind men for stumbling in fair daj’; 

What good is it to God that such should die? 

Shall the sun’s light grow sunnier in the sky 
Because their light of spirit is clean put out?’ 

And sighing, she looked from wave to cloud about, 
And even wnth that the full-grown feet of day 
Sprang upright on the quivering water-w’ay. 

And his face burned against her meetmg face 
Most like a lover’s thrilled with great love’s grace 
Whose glance takes fire and gives j the quick sea 
shone 

And shivered like spread wings of angels blown 
By the sun’s breath before him j and a low 
Sweet gale shook all the foam-flowers of thin snow 
As into rainfall of sea-roses shed 
Leaf by wild leaf on that green garden-bed 
Which tempests till and sea-winds turn and plough . 
For rosy and fiery round the ruiming prow 
Fluttered the flakes and feathers of the spray, 

And bloomed like blossoms cast by God away 
To waste on the ardent water j swift the moon 
Withered to w'estward as a face in swoon 
Death-stricken by glad tidings : and the height 
Throbbed and the centre quivered with delight 
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And the depth qnailed passion « of 
Till like the heart of some new mated dove 
Air, light, and wave seemed fiitl of tmromg rest, 

With motion as of one God's beating breast. 

And her heart sprang m Iscutt, and she drew 
With all her spirit and Me the sunnse ihrongh, 

And through her bps the keen tnimphant air 
Sea-scented, sweeter than land roses were, 

And through her ctcs the whole rejoicing east 
Sun-satished, and all the heaven at feast 
Spread for the ootnicg , and the ttnpenous mirth 
Of Wind and Ight that moved upon the earth, 
hlalung the spnrg, and all the fhutfui might 
And strong regeneration of d^gbt 
That swells the seedling leaf and aaphsg mas. 

Slice the &nt life in the first world began 
To hum and buigeon through void hinhs and veins, 
And the first love with sharp sweet pTocieani pains 
To pierce and bring forth roses , yea, 'he felt 
Thtongh hei own soul the sovereign morning melt, 
And ^ die saoed passion of ibe 'un , 

And as the young clouds fiamed and were undone 
About him coming, touched and burnt away 
In rosy rum and yellow spoil of day, 

The sweet ve3 of her body and corporal sense 
Tdt the dawn also cleave it, and incense 
Wjib light from mwaid and wttb effluent heat 
The fcadliug soul forough fleshly hands and feet 
And as the Mgust great blossom of the dawn 
Buis^ and the full am scarce from sea withdrawn 
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Seemed on the fiery water a flower afloat. 

So as a fire the mighty morning smote 
Throughout her, and incensed with the influent hour 
Her whole soul’s one great mystical red flower 
Burst, and the bud of her sweet spirit broke 
Rose-fashion, and the strong spring at a stroke 
Thrilled, and rvas cloven, and from the full sheath 
came 

The whole rose of the woman red as flame ; 

And all her Mayday blood as from a swoon 
Blushed, and May rose up in her and was June. 

So for a space her heart as heavenward burned : 
Then widi half summer in her eyes she turned, 

And on her lips was April yet, and smiled, 

As though the spirit and sense unreconciled 
Shrank laughing back, and would not ere its hour 
Let life put forth the irrevocable flower. 

And the soft speech between them grew again 
With questionings and records of what men 
Rose mightiest, and what names for love or fight 
Shone starriest overhead of queen or knight 
There Tristram spake of many a noble thing, 

High feast and storm of tournay round the king, 
Strange quest by perilous lands of marsh and brake 
And circling woods branch-knotted like a snake 
And places pale with sins that they had seen 
IVfaere was no life of red fruit or of green 
But all was as a dead face wan and dun ; 

And bowers of evil builders whence the sun 
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Tunvs sileftt, and the moon bcSd* hardly light 
Above theta ihiongb the sttk and staj-crossed night , 
And of their bands thw«i^ whotn sticb holds lay 
■waste. 

And SB their strengths disherdkd and defaced 
Tell ruinous, and were not &oia north to south 
And of the aught of Malin‘s ancient mouth. 

The son of no man's loins, begot by doom 
In speechless sleep out of a spotless womb , 

Tot sleeping among gtwcs where none had rest 
And ominous houses of dead bones unble^t 
Among ttr gmy grass tough aa old tent hair 
And w^ed herbage whatemng like dtspaar 
And blovnt upon ends tdasts of dolorous breath 
h tom gaunt tare gaps and bc&oit doors of death, 

A tnaid unspotted sensdess of the sp^ 

T At not about ber bteatbe some thing of hAl 
Vfhose AiBd and hm ms Merhs , and to him 
Great l^t from God gave si^t of all dungs dun 
And wisdom of ah wondrous things, to say 
IVhat root should bear what tout of night or day. 
And sovereign speeds and counsd higher than n^n , 
Wherefore his youth bhe age was wise and wan, 

And bs age sQrrowfnl and tin to sleep. 

Vet should sleep never, neither laugh nor weejv 
Tia in some depth of deep sWeei land or s6a 
The heavenly hands oflieber Nuaar^ 

That was the muse t^Lauicelot, and most sweet 
Of an that move with mayraf soft feet 
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Among us, being of lovelier blood and breath, 
Should shut him in with sleep as kind as death : 

For she could pass between tlie quick and dead : 
And of her love toward Pelleas, for whose head 
Love-wounded and world-wearied she had won 
A place beyond all pain in Avalon ; 

And of the fire that wasted afterward 
The loveless eyes and bosom of Ettarde, 

In whose false love his faultless heart had burned ; 
And now being rapt from her, her lost heart yearned 
To seek him, and passed hungering out of life ; 

And after all the thunder-hours of strife 

That roared beU'een King Claudas and King Ban 

How Nimue’s mighty nursling waxed to man, 

And how firom his first field such grace he got 
That all men's hearts bowed bourn to Launcelot, 

And how the high prince Galahault held him dear 
And led him even to love of Guenevere 
And to that kiss which made break forth as fire 
The laugh that was the flower of his desire. 

The laugh that lightened at her lips for bliss 
To win from Love so great a lover’s kiss : 

And of the toil of Ealen all his days 

To reap but thorns for fruit and tears for praise. 

Whose hap was evil as his heart was good. 

And all his works and ways by wold and wood 
Led through much pain to one last labouring day 
When blood for tears washed grief wth life away: 
And of the Idn of Arthur, and their might ; 

The misbom head of Mordred, sad as night, 
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With cold was'e d’cefa eyes as keen as pam, 

And the close angry lips of Agratame , 

And graaoas Gawain. scattenng words as flowers, 

The kindliest head of woiVdly parsmonis , 

And the fur hand of Gareth, found m fight 
Strong as a sea beast's tudies and as white , 

And of the ting’s se«; gJonous yet and glad 
Tor all the toil and doubt of doom he had, 

Clothed with men's loves and fuU of tingly days. 

Then Iseult said ‘ Let caA knight have h« ptai*e 
And each good man good witness of his worth , 

But when nen laud the second name on earth, 

■^hoa would they praise to have no worldly pe« 

Sate him whose love mates glonons Gnenevere?' 

* Hay,' Tmtnin said, ' such man as he is none.’ 

* WiaV said she, ‘ there u none such nndet sna 
Of ah the large earth's hvmg? yet 1 deemed 
Men spake of one — but maybe men that dreamed, 
Pools and tongue-stnckeo, w«lc^ babbler’s breed— 
That for all high things waa bja pi^er indeed 

Save this one highest to be »© loved and lore.* 
AndTnstrasn ‘Ijidevti had these thereof , 

For thse is notw such m the world as this.’ 

‘ Ay, upon land,’ quoth Iseult ‘ none such u, 

I doubt not, not where fighting folk may be , 

But were there none such between sky and sea. 

The world's whole woiUi were poorer than I wist ’ 
AndTnstramtookballQwet white hand andkissed, 
Laughing , Mid thioogh bis Cur face as in shame 
Ihe light blood bghtened. •HeMtheyuosuchname?’ 
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Slie said ; and he, ‘ If there be such a word, 

I wot the queen’s poor harper hath not heard.’ 

Then, as the fuller-feathered hours grew long, 

He holp to speed their warm slow feet with song. 

• Love, is it morning risen or night deceased 
That makes the mirth of this triumphant east ? 

Is it bliss given or bitterness pal by 
Tlial malres most glad men’s hearts at love’s high feast 7 
Grief smiles, joy weeps, that day should live and die. 

* Is it with soul’s thirst or with body’s drouth 
That summer yearns out sunward to tlie south. 

With all the flowers that when thy birth drew nigh 
Were molten in one rose to make thy mouth ? 

O love, what care though day should live and die ? 

‘ Is the sun glad of all the love on earth. 

The spirit and sense and work of things and worth 7 
Is the moon sad because the month must fly 
And bring her de.ath that can but bring back birth ? 

For all these things as day must live and die. 

' Love, is it day that makes thee thy delight 
Or thou that seest day made out of thy light? 

Love, as the sun and sea arc thou and I, 

Sea without sun dark, sun without sea bright ; 

The sun is one though day should live and die. 

' O.which is elder, night or light, who knows ? 

And life or lore, which first of these twain grows ? 

For life is born of love to wail and cry. 

And love is bom of life to heal his woes. 

And light of night, that day should live and die, 

O sun of heaven above the worldly sea, 

O very love, what light is this of thee ! 

My sea of soul is deep as thou art high. 

But all thy light is shed through all of me. 

As love’s through love, while day shall live and die,' 

T> 
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‘Kay,* said IscuU, 'your song w bard to tead-’ 
‘Aj?'saidhe *otloolt^btaioRgtoh«cd, 
Too sbgbt to foil w, >t may be ? shall sing 

Of love bet as a dind before a biag 


If by love's worth men rate his worthinesj? 

Yet as the poor churl s worth to sing is les*, 

Purely the more shall be the great Ving’s grace 
To show for churlish love a Vmdlier face.’ 

' ho chart,' she said, ‘but one m soothsayer's wise 
WTio idls but truths that help no more than bea. 

I have heard men tiog of love a a jnplcr way 
"nan these wrought nddlea tnade of mght and day, 
like jewell'd reins whereon the rhywe bells ban? ‘ 
And Tnstran tculed and changed his tong and sssg 
•Tie brealli b«tw««o my tips of by* net mine, 
lA* t(mt la tttM ibM maVn purv leaw 
Is «a life la (lina (rem ik“ lirtof sly 
Thsi voitnaj 6 U» my kesrt wiih Uool ef lUne 
And dKt will me, while d>y OiaU Use end dk 


•Thy tort li sted mto «« Oiy t>Raih, 

And in my tesrt etch hmnl-wl o{ lh«e sa-tb 
Ho* (s iby ble ibe btcpriDe, of me l,e 
t W Pne bfe lo be jsatitd frf mie dw* 

W me ua i»i«e, ikot^-fc d,j l,„ ,5,^ ^ 

of diet. 

Art tiia ibme eye-jV ’ 

FLlr* "* 1“ ’*'’*'* die w»l cJ me. 

* «“M mrt* mme, .juj* tve aad ? 

^ >rt H we be t*»m 01 one. 

Art t f •?»» from sun, 

fiertsetaiu, l'«nbeiu done, 

'n««» so«lt rtxledsy Jail bee wd <Jie> 
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‘ I see my soul within thine eyes, and hear 
My spirit in all thy pulses Oirill with fear. 

And in my lips the passion of tlice sigh, 

And music of me made in mine own ear ; 

Am I not thou while day shall live and die? 

'Art thou not I as I thy love am thon? 

So let all things pass from us ; we ate now, 

For all that was and wll be, who knows why? 

And all that is and is not, who Icnows how ? 

Vfho knows? God knows why day should live and die.’ 

And Iseult mused and spalce no word, but sought 
Through all the hushed ways of her tongueless though 
What face or covered likeness of a face 
In what veiled hour or dream-determined place 
She seebg might take for love’s face, and believe 
This was the spirit to M'hom all spirits cleave. 

For that sweet w'onder of the twain made one 
And each one tw'ain, incorporate sun vrith sun, 

Star with star molten, soul tvith soul imbued, 

And all the soul’s works, all their multitude, 

Made one thought and one vision and one song, 
Love — this thing, this, laid hand on her so strong 
She could not choose but yearn till she should see 
So went she musing down her thoughts j but he, 
Sweet-hearted as a bird that takes the sun 
With clear strong eyes, and feels the glad god run 
Fright through his blood and wide rejoicing wings, 
And opens all himself to heaven and sings. 

Made her mind light and Ml of noble mirth 
With words and songs the gladdest grown on earth, 
02 
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Tai she W« b'.ihe and b»|li cf brut «i 
So vnm the SwiHow ibroogh tJe irn-^nS 
And ithJle they sat at ii>e^ ts it i f*M*. 

Came a light wind Cut Jurdcn 13 (or'h cf the eas» 

And bUditmns tiJ tts might hid ranwi the »lia , 
And the sea thtfllcd as with heart sunderjis s jha 
One after one dnrm, mth eadi breath it dre«. 

And the gteco htrdcnc-l «’*w iron b’ Je, 

And the sjft light went oat of all at Cice. 

Then Tnstrm gm lua for an emnan < yhee 
\i5d Seok hu oar and saote. ard tclfd with ci g*** 
la the cut wind s fuR fk« a^d L*'e tffong tea t t 
Laboonng , and all the lowm rowed hATd» btt he 
More mightny than any wtaner three. 

And If jlt in'ch»4 kua rowng with ito'ea eja 
That loiod b a but tn holy h » j< 

For noble {oy m tut Cut tnaivhreet 
And trust and tenda nordeT , none the Jrss 
She thcasht d God had giren her grace lo be 
JIaa, and cuke me oa danger of eanh and %ea, 

Eren such a man sic would be , for his stroke 
Was m^huest as the toighoet m‘ct broke, 

And m sheet mcasnie ITic ttrosg lyajic dmre 
Oean thro-jgh the mi weight of the wallowing wave, 
And as a time befom a great 1un» played 
For tnumph was the tunc ibeu strong PTok« eade, 
And sped the thnwsb with mooth jtnfe of oam 
Over the raid sea s pey foam pai-w floors. 

For aH the lo-d btcadi of the waves at wOL 
So for sn hour they faa^ the storm out juU. 
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And the shorn foam spun from the blades, and high 
The keel sprang from the wave-ridge, and the sky 
Glared at them for a breath’s space through tlie rain ; 
Then the bows with a sharp shock plunged again 
DoAvn, and the sea clashed on them, and so rose 
The bright stem like one panting from swift blows. 
And as a swimmer’s joyous beaten head 
Rears itself laughing, so in that sharp stead 
The light ship lifted her long quivering bows 
As might the man liis buffeted strong brows 
Out of the wave-breach j for with one stroke yet 
Went all men’s oars together, strongly set 
As to loud music, and with hearts uplift 
They smote their strong way through the drench and 
drift. 

Till the keen hour had chafed itself to death 
And the east wind fell fitfull}', breath by breath. 

Tired j and across tire thin and slackening rain 
Sprang the face southward of the sun again. 

Then all they rested and were eased at heart ; 

And Iseult rose up where she sat apart, 

And with her sweet soul deepening her deep eyes 
Cast the furs from her and subtle embroideries 
That wrapped her from the storming rain and spray. 
And shining like all April in one day, 

face, and throat dashed with the stra)ing 
showers, 

She stood the first of all the whole world’s flowers. 
And laughed on Tristram with her eyes, and said, 

‘ I too have heart then, I was not afraid.' 
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Asd answering some light tott'teoos word of grace 
He saw her dear face lighten on }»s lice 
Unwittmgly, with unenatnoorcd eyes, 

For the last time. A live man m such wise 
Looks m the deadly lace of ha fixed hour 
And laughs with lips wherem he hath no power 
To keep the life yet some five minutes’ space. 

So T>is&am looked on Iseuk bee to bee 
And knew not, and she knew not The last utae— 
The last that should be told m any rhyme 
Heard anywhere on raoofijs of singing men 
That ever should smg praise of them again , 

The last hour of then huriless hearts at rest, 

The last that peace should touth them breast to 
breast, 

The last that sorrow far from them should sit, 

This last was with them, and they knew not it 
For Tnrtram betcg athint with toil now spake. 
Saying, ' Iseult, fot ^ dear love’s labenu's sake 
Give me to dnnk, and give me for a pledge 
The touch of four lips on the beaker's edg&’ 

And Iseult sought and would not wake Brangwam 
Who slept as one half dead with fear and pain. 
Being tender natured , so with hushed Lghl feet 
Went Iseult round her, with soft looks and sweet 
Pitying her pain , so sweet a spirited thing 
She was, and daughter of a kmdlj bng 
And spying what strange bn^t secret cha^e was 
kept 

Fast m that maid s while biBom while she slept. 
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She sought and drew the gold cup forth and smiled 
Marvelling, with such light wonder as a child 
That hears of glad sad life in magic lands ; 

And bare it back to Tristram with pure hands 
Holding the love-draught that should be for flame 
To bum out of them fear and faith and shame, 

And lighten all their life up in men’s sight, 

And make them sad for ever. Then the knight 
Bowed toward her and craved whence had she this 
strange thing 

That might be spoil of some dim Asian king, 

By starlight stolen from some waste place of sands, 
And a maid bore it here in harmless hands. 

And Iseult, laughing — ' Other lords that be 
Feast, and their men feast after them ; but we, 

Our men must keep the best wine back to feast 
Till they be full and we of all men least 
Feed after them and fain to fare so well : 

So with mine handmaid and your squire it fell 
That hid this bright thing from us in a wile 
And with light lips yet full of their swift smile 
And hands that mst not though they dug a grav^ 
Undid the hasps of gold, and drank, and gave. 

And he drank after, a deep glad kingly draught : 
And all their life changed in them, for they quaffed 
Death j if it be death so to drink, and fare 
As men who change and are what these twain were. 
And shuddering with eyes full of fear and fire 
And heart-stung with a serpentine desire 
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He tamed asd sa^B <3ie leitr m tet ^es 
That yearned upon hu» sJaUaiog in such ivise 
a etaj nudBtay an dve midai^t dxed, 

TKear C^aUhaule unsthe cap, and she that mixed.. 
Not other hand there needed, tot s«eet speech 
To hue then hps tojethet , each on each 
Hob; mth strange eyes and hovered as n bnd 
VTounded, and each month tietnhled foe a. vord > 
Then heads neated, and then hands vere deaem in 
one, 

And they Saw daih, thou^ stall the nnstssheo sun 
Far throuih fine mo shot fire into the south , 

And their four lips became one barmng acitilh> 
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Out of the night arose the second day, 

And saw the ship’s bows break the sltoreward spray. 
As the sun’s boat of gold .and fire began 
To sail tlie sea of heaven tmsailcd of man, 

And the soft waves of sacred air to break 
Round the prow launched into the morning's lake, 
They saw the sign of their se.i-tra%’cl done. 

Ah, was not something seen of yester-sun, 

\Vlien the sweet light that lightened all the skies 
Saw nothing fairer than one m.aidcn’s eyes, 

That whatsoever in all time’s years may be 
To-day’s sun nor to-morrow’s sun sliall sec? 

Not while she lives, not when she comes to die 
Shall she look sunward with that sinless eye. 

Yet fairer now tlian song may shov.’ them stand 
Tristram and Iseult, hand in amorous hand. 
Soul-satisfied, their eyes made great and bright 
With all the love of all the livelong night j 
With all its hours yet singing in their ears 
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No mortal tonsic toade ofthouBbts and tears, 

IJnt such a song, past consacnce ci man's thought, 

As heanog he grows god and knows it aofc 
Nought else they saw nor heard but what the night 
Had left tor seal upon their sense and sight, 

Sound of past pulses beating, fire of amorous light- 
Eoough, and ovennuch, and never yet 
Enough, thongh love still hnngenog feed and fret, 

To fill the cup of night whith dawn must overset 
For sell their eyes were dmtroer than with tears 
And duc« from divmei sounds their ears 
TJan though from choral Umndcrs of the quinnf 
spheres. 

They beard not bow the bodwatd vratets rang, 

Nor -aw where bgh into the morning sprang, 

Rirea Irosi the shore and basttoned with the sea, 
Toward siunnuts where the north winds nest sught be, 
A wave Walled palace vnth its eastern gate 
Full ot the sunrise now and wide at wait, 

And on die mighty moulded stairs that clotnb 
Sheer from the 6»tce hp of the lapping foam 
The knights of Mark that stood before the walL 
So with loud joy and storm of festwal 
They brought the bnde m np the toweiy way 
That rose again >t the nsmg front of day, 

Stair based c® stair, betwcoi the rocks uahewn. 

To those strange halls wheredvot^h the tidal tune 
^iig fond ot lower from soft or sneogthenmg sea. 
Tower shouldenng tower, to vondward and to lee, 
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With change of floors and stories, flight on flight, 

That domh and curled up to the crowning height 
Whence men might see wide east and west in one 
And on one sea waned moon and mounting sun. 

And severed from the sea-rock’s base, where stand 
Some worn walls yet, they saw the broken strand, 

The beachless cliff that in the sheer sea dips, 

The sleepless shore inexorable to ships, 

And the straight causeway’s bare gaunt spine between 
The sea-spanned walls and naked mainland’s green. 

On the mid stairs, between the light and dark. 
Before the main tower’s portal stood King Mark, 
Crowned : and his face was as the face of one 
Long time athirst and hungering for the sun 
In barren thrall of bitter bonds, who now 
Thinks here to feel its blessing on his brow. 

A swart lean man, but kinglike, still of guise, 

With black streaked beard and cold unquiet eyes. 
Close-mouthed, gaunt-cheeked, wan as a morning 
moon. 

Though hardly time on his worn hair had strewn 
The dun first ashes from a sparing hand : 

Yet little fire there burnt upon the brand, 

And way-wom seemed he with life’s wayfaring. 

So between shade and sunlight stood the king, 

And his face changed nor yearned not toward his bride 
But fixed between mild hope and patient pride 
Abode what gift of rare or lesser worth 
This day might bring to all his days on earth. 
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But at Uic glory of bet when she caroe 
H« heart endured not aery feai and shame 
Smote him, to tahe her by die hand and Vuss, 

Till both were tnoUen tn the burning bliss, 

And with a thm flame flushing his cold face 
He led her aflent to die bndal phue 
There were they wed and hallowed of the pnest , 
And all the loud lime of the marriage feast 
One thought wuhia three hearts was as a fire, 
IVhere craft and fijih took counsel with desire. 

For when the feast had made a glonous end 
They %vit the new tjueen for her taaids to tend 
At dawn of bnde night, and thereafter bnng 
Wth tnairia|e music to the bridegroom king. 

Then hy dence of emit between them laid 
To him Went Erangwam delicately, and ptaved 
That this thing e\en for love’s sake might not be, 
But without sound or light or eye to see 
She might come in to bnde bed and he laughed, 
As one that wist not well of wise love's craft, 

And bade all bridal things be as «be would. 

Yet of his gentleness he gat not good , 

For clothed and coveted with the nuptial dark 
Soft like a bnde came Biangwam to King Mark, 
And to the queen came Tnstram , end the night 
Red, and ere dacgw of delectne light 
From the fcmg sleeping Biaogwain shd away, 

And where had Whei handmaid IveuH lav 
And the brng waking saw beside his head 
That face W passion-cbloated, amotous red 
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From lips not his, and all that strange hair shed 
Across the tissued pillows, fold on fold, 

Innumerable, incomparable, all gold, 

To fire men’s eyes vnth wonder, and with love 
Men’s hearts ,* so shone its flowering crown above 
The brows enwound with that imperial wreath, 

And framed with fragrant radiance round the face 
beneath. 

And the lung marvelled, seeing with sudden start 
Her very glory, and said out of his heart ; 

‘What have 1 done of good for God to bless 
That all this he should give me, tress on tress, 

All this great wealth and wondrous ? Was it this 
That in mine arms I had all night to kiss. 

And mix with me this beauty ? this that seems 
More fair than heaven doth in some tired saint’s 
dreams. 

Being part of that same heaven? yea, more, for he, 
Though loved of God so, yet but seems to see. 

But to me sinful such great grace is given 
That in mine hands I hold this part of heaven 
Not to mine eyes lent merely. Doth God make 
Such things so godlike for man’s mortal sake ? 

Have I not sinned, that in this fleshly life 
Have made of her a mere man’s very wife?’ 

So the king mused and murmured ; and she heard 
The faint sound trembling of each breathless word 
And laughed into the covering of her hair. 

And many a day for many a month as fair 
Slid over them like music ; and as bright 
Burned with love’s offerings many a secret night. 
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And tnaaT a dawa to many a fiery noon 
Blew prelude^ wtea tbo honf » lieaxt kindling tune 
Ut the Uve woods wah sovereign sound of mmh 
Before the mightiest huntsman haded on earxh 
Lord of its lordliest pleasure, where he rode 
Hard by her rem whose peerless ptesenre glowed 
Not as that white queen's of the virgin hunt 
Once, whose crown crescent braies the night wind’s 
brunt< 

But with the sun for ftontlet of a queenher front 
For where the flashin^f of her face was turaeil 
Aa hghtsmg was the fiery hght that butned 
Fhon eyes and hrom enlmdled more with speOd 
And rapture of the rushing of her steed 
Than once with only beauty , and her mouth 
Was as a rose athust that puts for drouth 
Even whde it laughs for {deasuie ot desire, 

And ah her heart was as a leapmg fire. 

Yet once more joy they took of woodland ways 
Hun came of all those flushed and £uy days 
When the loud sir was mad with life and sound, 
Through many a dense green inU^ of honi and hound 
Before the km^s bunt gomg along the wind, 

And «e the ttnely leaves were changed ot thinned, 
Even m mid maie ot sonuner lor the ImiTht 
Forth was once ndden toward some frontier fight 
Against the lewd folk of the Chnstless lands 
That warred with wdd and mtermutent 
Against the kin^s north border and there rarae 
A knight unchnstened yet of unknown 
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Swart Palamede, upon a secret quest, 

To high Tintagcl, and abode as guest 
In likeness of a minstrel with the king. 

Nor was there man could sound so s'.vcel a string, 
Save Tristram only, of all held best on cartlu 
And one loud eve, being full of wine and nrirtli, 

Ere sunset left the walls and wafers dark, 

To that strange minstrel strongly sivore King hlark, 
By all that makes a knight’s faith firm and strong, 
TJiat he for guerdon of his harp and song 
Might crave and have his liking. Straight there came 
Up the swart cheek a flash of swarthier flame, 

And the deep eyes fulfiUed of glittering night 
Laughed out in lightnings of triumphant light 
As the grim harper spake: 'C king, I crave 
No gift of man that king may give to slave, 

But this thy crowned queen only, this thy wife. 

Whom yet unseen I loved, and set my life 
On this poor chance to compass, even as here, 

Being fairer famed than all save Guenevere.’ 

Then as the noise of scaw’ard storm tliat mocks ^ 
With roaring laughter from reverberate rocks 
The cry from ships near shipwreck, harsh and high 
Bose all the wrath and wonder in one cry 
Through all the long roof’s hollow depth and length 
That hearts of strong men kindled in their strength 
May speak in laughter lion-like, and cease, 

Being wearied : only tivo men held their peace 
And each glared hard on other ; but King Mark 
Spake first of tliese: 'Man, though thy craft be dark 
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And thy mind evil that begat this thmg, 

Yet stands the word oncft ph^tcd of a king 
Fast and albeit less evd It «ere for me 
To give mv We np than iny tnfe, or be 
A landless man crowned only With a curse, 

Yet (Jus m Gods and all men's si^t were worse. 

To hve soul shamed, a man of broken troth, 

Abhorred of men as 1 abhor nunc oath 
tVhich yet I may foisaear not' And he bowed 
His held, and wept and all men wept alcfud, 

Save one, that heard him weepmg but the queen 
Vreptnot and ‘tateUeryetthin eyes had seen* 

That ever looked upon her queenly stale 
She rose, and m bet eyea her heart was great 
And full of wnih seen manifest and scom 
More strong than angnisb to go (hence foilora 
Of all men's comfon and ber oaiunl right 
And they went forth mto the dawn of night 
Long by wild ways and clouded light they rode, 
Silent, and fear less keen at hean abode 
With Iseult tkin with Palamede for awe 
Constrained him, and the might of love’s high law. 
That can make lewd men loyal , and hts heart 
Yearned on her, if peirdiance with amorous art 
And soothfast skill of very love he might 
For courtesy find favour m her sight 
And comfort of ber meiaes (or he wist 
More grace nugbi come of that sweet mouth unkijsed 
Than joy for violence done it, that should make 
His name abhorred for shame 5 disloyal sake 
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And in die stormy starlight clouds were thinned 
And thickened by short gusts of changing wind 
That panted like a sick man’s fitful breath: 

And like a moan of lions hurt to death 
Came the sea’s hollow noise along the night. 

But ere its gloom from aught but foam had light 
They halted, being aweary ; and the knight 
As reverently forbore her where she lay 
As one that watched his sister’s sleep till day. 

Nor durst he kiss or toudi her hand or hair 
For love and shaniefast pity, seeing how fair 
She slept, and fenceless from the fitful air. 

And shame at heart stung nigh to death desire, 

But grief at heart burned in him like a fire 
For hers and his own sorrowing sake, that had 
Such grace for guerdon as makes glad men sad, 

To have their will and want it. And the day 
Sprang : and afar along the wild waste way 
They heard the pulse and press of hurrying horse 
hoofs play : 

And like the rushing of a ravenous flame 
Whose wings make tempest of the darkness, came 
Upon them headlong as in thunder borne 
Forth of the darkness of the labouring mom 
Tristram: and up fortliright upon his steed 
Leapt, as one blithe of battle, Palamede, 

And mightily with shock of horse and man 
They lashed togetlier : and fair that fight began 
As fair came up that sunrise ; to and fro, 

With knees nigh staggered and stout heads bent low 

E 
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Troti ciA quicV ihod. ol »?c3n on s 
Rttl*d the Jlton, «le«ashei«vly,Vva*7.T\i-C7td 
AniJ heartened hioh viJi pisston cf lh'‘r 
A* s'l-^ the »lojJ »pean I’.odad a^va. tni Pew 
Shares, Utenti- »l>en,h3»*Jrdi'e3th tr »h’ d'rr. 
Th-y ftiihe 1 and { j>n*d full tond'y, to tanj 
TtfiVj’tj « lo tan 
A can TTi^Wifell have pten out otht* 1 ^e 
One yeat’t TO d»r-«f> Ijmofltmeor 111^9 
As when a nrtb caster jiral cf heart, 

Scattena? the titenyhsoltaudians, hit's a;nrt 
Shtj> fwa sh p \Jaowc\j so’tntly, ut rstK tod 
As cams hit rum— with even so t Jan j re« il 
Hack were the steed. hat\4 ljo*nst'esyj«-shoi.,tus 
And fo led of uwmph sreft with tj2' feted rcA 
And »«Ve of spot, invetc-ate. either tnijht 
Bare ut agiift u;«a ha foe with tnul-t, 

Heart hungry for the hoi mouthed feast of r.ght 
Aai all sdtmt of masttty but full soon 
The jamng notes of that tc'opesrjo’rt tune 
Teh, and us mighty lonsu, made of hands 
Contending, clamarnus through the load watte bndh 
CroXe at once off , and ^untd from his steed 
Fell, as a muoma^xmoin^ Balatnede, 

Stunned and those loyen left him where he lay, 
Andhghdy thtoogh peenUwni they rode awat' 
There was a Iwwtt beyond man’s eye more fur 
Than ever sujniaci dews and sunniest air 
Fed full with test and ndunce uU the boughs 
Had wtousht a root as for a holier house 
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And under chirse of s>n ard star and mooi 
Houished srd feQ the ehsj^ets «rortn of June, 

Ard fair t>irDosh fertotn of tSe decpentas slcy 
Panted and passed the boon that ht July, 

And each day Me .-ed them oat of hearcn above. 

And each night crosmed ihMOtrith the ciovn of lore. 
Nor tJU the nvisM of August ottrhcad 
tVeighed on the world was yet one ro^eleaf shed 
Of all their jOT* co'oml, nor su’ht 
Touched them la passing ever with a thought 
That ever thu might ead on any day 
Ot any night not love them rtheie they by , 

But U.e a babbling cile of barren breath 
Seemed aS report and tumour held of death. 

And a false brail d'e legend tear us;«trled 
flat such a tiung as ebange was u the trorld. 

And each bright song upon bu bps that came, 
Mockmg the powers of djangc and death by name, 
Blasphemed then bitter godhead, aod dened 
Tune, though clothed round wiih nun as bags with 
pnde, 

To Mot the gbd hfe out of love and she 
biunV Lj.htly deep of hu philosophy 
In that warm «ine of amorous words whidi d 
S weet With all troths of all philosophies. 

For weB be wist aB subtle w?vs of soog, 

And m bis soul the seoet eyt, was stroo^ 

That hurni la medit-boD, t^ bright words 
Bteai flamelfte lorth as notes bom fledg’ehcg brrds 
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That feel the soul speak through them of the spring. 
So fared they night and day as queen and king 
Crowned of a kingdom mde as day and night. 

Nor ever cloudlet swept or swam in sight 
Across the darkling depths of their delight 
IMiose stars no skill might number, nor man's art 
Sound tlie deep stories of its heavenly heart. 

Till, even for wonder that such life should live, 
Desires and dreams of what death’s self might give 
Would touch n ith tears and laughter and mid speech 
The lips and eyes of passion, fain to reach. 

Beyond all bourne of time or trembling sense, 

The verge of love’s last possible eminence. 

Out of the heaven that storm nor shadow mars. 

Deep from the starry depth beyond the stars, 

A yearning ardour without scope or name 

Fell on them, and the bright night’s breath of flame 

Shot fire into their kisses ; and like fire 

The lit dews lightened on the leaves, as higher 

Night's heart beat on toward midnight Far and fain 

Somewhilcs the soft rush of rejoicing rain 

Solaced the darlmess, and from steep to steep 

Of heaven they saw the sweet sheet lightning leap 

And laugh its heart out in a thousand smiles. 

When the clear sea for miles on glimmering miles 
Burned as though dann were strewn abroad astray, 
Or, showering out of heaven, all heaven’s array 
Had paven instead the waters : fain and far 
Somewhilcs the burning love of star for star 
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Spake words that lore M'W 

In 8uch deep houn aa turn ddight to fear 
Stveet as delight's severer Solbeylay 
Tranced ooce, not watched nloog the fiery hay 
The shine of suramer darkness palpitate and play 
She had nor sight nor roice , her swooning f) es 
Knew cot »f night or light were in the skies , 

Across h« beauty sheet the noondawn shed 
Its hght as on a thing as white and dead , 

Only with stress of soft fierce hands she prest 
■Between the throbbing blossoms of bet breast 
His ardent face, and through hts hair her breath 
Went quiyesiQS *a when life is hard on death , 

And with rtroog trembling fir gen she strained £ut 
Bis head into her bosom , uQ at last, 

Satiate with sweetness of that burning bed, 

Hts eyes afire with teats, he raised hts head 
And Uughed into her bps , and alt his heart 
Tilled hers , then fice from face fell, and span 
Kach huog on each with panting bps, and felt 
Sense into sense and spmt id '(unt mein 

• Hast thou no sword ? I would not lire tiU day , 
O foNe.this night and we twist pass away, 
ll roust die soon, and let not us die late * 

' Take then my swotd and slay roe , nay, but w oi 
Till day be risen , what, would^t thou think to die 
Befwe the light take hold upon die sky 7' 

'Yea, love , for how dull we base twice, berog 
twain, 

Utis very night of love's most tapturous reign? 
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Live thou and have thy day, and year by year 
Be great, but what shall I be ? Slay me here ; 

Let me die not when love lies dead, but now 
Strike through my heart ; nay, sweet, what heart hast 
thou? 

Is it so much I ask thee, and spend my breath 
In asking ? nay, thou Icnowest it is but death. 

Hadst thou true heart to love me, thou wouldst give 
This : but for hate's sake thou wilt let me live.’ 

Here he caught up her lips witli his, and made 
The wild prayer silent in her heart that prayed, 

And strained her to him till all her faint breath sank 
And her bright light limbs palpitated and shrank 
And rose and fluctuated as flowers in rain 
That bends them and they tremble and rise again 
And heave and straighten and quiver all through with 
bliss 

And turn afresh their mouths up for a kiss, 

Amorous, athirst of that sweet influent love ; 

So, hungering toward his hovering lips above, 

Her red-rose mouth yearned silent, and her eyes 
Closed, and flashed after, as through June’s darkest 
sides 

The divine heartbeats of the deep live light 
Make open and shut the gates of the outer night 
Long lay they still, subdued with love, nor knew 
If cloud or light changed colour as it grew, 

If star or moon beheld them ; if above 

The heaven of night waxed fiery wth their love, 
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Oc earth beneath were moved id heart and root 
To bum ss they, to bum and bnng forfli &mt 
Unseasonable for love’s sake , if tall trees 
Bowed, and clo'c floaert yearned open, and flic breeze 
Failed and fell silent as a flame fliat fails 
And all that hour unheard the n^tiQgales 
Clatnotired, and all flie woodland soul was stirred. 
And depth and height were one great song unheard. 
As though the world caught mnsK and tool, fire 
From the instant heart alone of their desire 
So sped their night of nights between them so, 
For all feats past and shadows, shine and snow, 

That one pure hour all golden where they Jay 
Made theit life perfect and their daikness day 
And waroet waved its harvest yet to reap, 

Tdlui the lovely fight of love and sleep 
At length had sleep the tnastery , and the daiJt 
Was lit With soft hve gleams Uiey might not mark, 
Fleet butterflies, each bke a dead flower’s ghost, 
^Tute, blue, smd s«e leaf coloured , but the most 
Vrliite as the sparkle of snow flowers tn the sun 
Ure mdi his breath they lie at noon undone 
IVhose kiss devours thcit tender beauty, and leaves 
But raindrops on the grass and «re thin leaves 
That were engraven widi traccnes of the snow 
nowenrive ere any fioaer of earth's would blow , 
So swif: they sprang and tank, so sweet and Ii^ht 
They twain the deep dim bieathless air of night 
Now on her rose wh te amorous breast half bare, 
Now on her slumbrrow lote4ishevelIed faau. 
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The white wings lit and vanished, and afresh 
Lit soft as snow lights on her snow-soft flesh, 

On hand or throat or shoulder ,• and she stirred 
Sleeping, and spake some tremulous bright word, 
And laughed upon some dream too sweet for truth, 
Yet not BO sweet as very love and youth 
That there had charmed her eyes to sleep at last. 
Nor woke they till the perfect night was past. 

And the soft sea thrilled with blind hope of light 
But ere the dusk had well the sun in sight 
He turned and kissed her eyes awake and said, 
Seeing earth and water neitlier quick nor dead 
And twilight hungering toward the day to be, 

•As the dawn loves the sunlight I love thee.' 

And even as rays with cloudlets in the skies 
Confused in brief love’s bright contentious vase. 
Sleep strove with sense rekindling in her eyes ; 

And as the flush of birth scarce overcame 
The pale pure pearl of unborn light with flame 
Soft as may touch the rose’s heart with shame 
To break not all reluctant out of bud. 

Stole up her sleeping cheek her waking blood j 
And vdth tire lovely laugh of love that takes 
The whole soul prisoner ere the whole sense wakes, 
Her lips for love’s sake bade love’s will be done. 
And all the sea lay subject to the sun. 
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* “ As the dawn loves the sunlight I love thee ; " 

As men. that shall be swallowed of the sea 
Love the sea’s lovely beauty ; as the night 
That wanes before it loves the young sweet light. 
And dies of loving ; as the worn-out noon 
Loves twilight, and as twilight loves the moon 
That on its grave a silver seal shall set 
We have loved and slain each other, and love yet. 
Slain ; for we live not surely, being in twam : 

In her I lived, and in me she is slain. 

Who loved me that I brought her to her doom. 
Who loved her that her love might be my tomb. 
As all the streams on earth and all fresh springs 
And sweetest waters, every brook that sings, ^ 
Each fountain where the young year dips its wmgs 
First, and the first-fledged branches of it wave. 
Even with one heart’s love seek one bitter grave. 
From hiUs that first see bared the morning’s breast 
And heights the sun last yearns to from the west, 
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Ml lend bni toward the sea, all bom most bigh 
Strive downward, passing all things jojous by, 

Seek to it and cast then lire® m it and die. 

So stnTC all lives for death which all lives vnn , 

So sought her soul to niy soul, and therein 
Mas poured and pen.hed O my love, and mine 
Sought to thee and died of dice and died as thine. 
As the dawn lo\es the sunlight that must cease 
Ere dixm again mav nse and pass la peace , 

Must die that she beirg dead may live again, 

To be by hn new nsing neatly slam. 

So Tol's the great wheel of the great wotld round. 
And no change in it and no fault is found, 

And no true We of perdurable breath, 

And snrely no mevocable death. 

Day after day night comes that day may break. 
And da> comes bach for night’s reiterate 
Each into each dies, each of each is bom 
Day past is o^hl, shall m^t past not be mom r 
Out of this moonless and faint hearted night 
That love yet lives in, shall there not be light> 
Light strong as love, that love may live in yet? 
Alas, but how sh^l foolish hope forget 
How all these loving thing* that kill and die 
Meet not but for % breath's spue and pass by ? 
Kigtt la k ssed once of dawn and dies, and dap 
But touches twfluht and is rapt away 
So may my lo>e and her love meet once more, 
And meeting be divided as of yore. 
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Yea, surely as the day-star loves the sun 
And when he hath risen is utterly undone, 

So is my love of her and hers of me — 

And its most sweetness hitter as tlie sea. 

Would God yet dawn might see the sun and die ! ’ 
Three years had looked on earth and passed it by 
Since Tristram looked on Iscult, when he stood 
So communing widr dreams of evil and good, 

And let all sad thoughts through his spirit sweep 
As leaves through air or tears through eyes that weep 
Or snowflakes tlirough dark weather : and his soul, 
That had seen ah those sightless seasons roll 
One after one, wave over weary wave, 

Was in him as a corpse is in its grave. 

Yet, for his heart was mighty, and his might 
Through all the world as a great sound and light, 
The mood was rare upon him ; save that here 
In the low sundawm ot the lightening year 
With all last year’s toil and its triumph done 
He could not choose but yearn for that set sun 
Which at this season saw the firstborn kiss 
That made his lady’s mouth one fire with his. 

Yet his great heart being greater than his grief 
Kept all the summer of his strength in leaf 
And all the rose of his sweet spirit in flower j 
Stall his soul fed upon the sovereign hour 
That had been or that should be ; and once more 
He looked through drifted sea and drifting shore 
That crumbled in the wave-breach, and again 
Spake sad and deep within himself ; ‘ tVhat pain 
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Should make a man’s soul whoHy break and die. 
Sapped as weak sand by water? How shall I 
Be less than aD less things are that endure 
And stnre and yield when time is? Nst, faD surf 
All these and we are parts of one same end , 

And if through fire or «ate» we twain tend 
To that sure life where both tnnst be made one. 

If one we be, what natter ? Then, O sun, 
nie face of God, if God thon be not— -nay. 

What bnt God shonld t think thee^ what should say, 
Seeing thee rensen, but very God ?— shonld I, 

1 fool, rebuke thee soremgn m thy sky, 

The clouds dead round thee and the air alire^ 

The winds that Ugltea and the wares that stnre 
Toward this shore as to that beneath thy breath, 
Because la me my thou^^ts bear all towards death? 
O sun, that when we are dead wOt nse as bnght, 

Air deepening up toward heaven, and nameless light 
And heaven immeasurable, and bunt clouds blown 
Between us and the lowest aenal zone 
And each least skirt of their imperial state— 
rorgive os that we held ouisdves so great 1 
What should 1 do to corse you? 1 indeed 
Am a thmg meaner than this least wild seed 
That my foot bruises and I know not— yet 
Would not be mean enough for worms to fret 
Before their bme and mine was* 

‘Ah, and ye 

la^t washing weeds. Wind wails of dull blmd sea, 
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Do ye so thirst and hunger and aspire, 

Are ye so moved with such long strong desire 
In the ebb and flow of your sad life, and strive 
Still toward some end ye shall not see alive — 

But at high noon ye know it by light and heat 
Some half-hour, till ye feel the fresh tide beat 
Up round you, and at night’s most bitter noon 
The ripples leave you naked to the moon ? 

And this dim dusty heather that I tread. 

These half-bom blossoms, bom at once and dead, 
Sere brown as funeral cloths, and purple as pall, 

What if some life and grief be in them all ? 

* Ay, what of these ? but, O strong sun I O sea 1 
I bid not you, divine things 1 comfort me, 

I stand not up to match you in your sight — 

IVho hath said ye have mercy toward us, ye who have 
might ? 

And though ye had mercy, I think I would not pray 
That ye should change your counsel or your way 
To make our life less bitter : if such power 
Be given the stars on one deciduous hour. 

And such might be in planets to destroy 
Grief and rebuild, and break and buUd up joy, 

What man would stretch forth hand on them to make 
Fate mutable, God foolish, for his sake ? 

For if in life or death be aught of tmst. 

And if some unseen just God or unjust 
Put soul into the body of natural things 
And in time’s pauseless feet and worldwide wings 
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Some spirit of impulse aad some sense of will 
That s*eers theta through the seas of good and ill 
To some inco^mabte and actual end, 

Be It just or uojust, foe to man or fnend. 

How should we tnaVe the suUe spint to swerte, 

How teach the strong soul of the world to serve, 

The imperioUa will in Otoe and sense in space 
That giTCs man life turn bad. to give man place — 

The consoous law lose <.on'a''nce of its waj. 

The rule and reason Cul from night and da). 

The streams flow back toward whence the spring* 
began, 

That less of thirst tnigbt searthe bps of man? 

Let that which is be, and sure strengths stand sure, 
And enl or good and death or hfv endure, 

Hot dr&'sblea.'id TocHen, but tadeed 

A very stem boro of a ver; seed 

That bfings fonh fruit in season how should this 

Die that was sown, and that not be which is. 

And the old fruit change that mroc of the anaent 
root. 

And he that planted bid it net bear fhiit. 

And he that watered smite his vine with drouth 
Be c a u s e its grapes are bitter in our mouth. 

And he that kindled quench die sun wulh night 
Pp^ause Its beams are fire against our sight. 

And he that tuned untore the sounding spheres 
Because thea song is ifaimder m our ears ? 

How «houldthe skies chaiigeard the stars, and tnae 
Break the largeconcordoftheyeaisthu chrae^ 
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Answering, ns wave to wave beneath tite moon 
That draws them shorcn’ard, mar the whole tide’s tune 
For the instant foam's sake on one turning wave~- 
For man's sake that is grass upon a grave ? 

How should the law that knows not soon or late, 

For whom no lime nor space is — how should fate, 
That is not good nor evil, wise nor mad, 

Nor just nor unjust, neitlier glad nor sad — 

How should tiie one thing that iiatli being, the one 
That raerves not as the stars move or die sun 
Or any shadow or shape that lives or dies 
In likeness of dead earth or living skies, 

But its own darkness and its proper light 
Clothe it m'th other names than day or night, 

And its owm soul of strength and spirit of breath 
Feed it with other powers than life or death — 

How should it turn from its great way to give 
Man that must die a clearer space to live ? 

Wiy should the waters of the sea be cleft. 

The hills be molten to his right and left, 

That he from deep to deep might pass diy-shod, 

Or look between the viewless heights on God ? 

Hath he such eyes as, when the shadows flee, 

The sun looks out w'ith to salute the sea? 

Is his hand bounteous as the morning’s hand ? 

Or where the night stands hath he feet to stand ? 

M'ill the storm cry not when he bids it cease? 

Is it his voice that saith to the east wind, Peace? 

Is his breath mightier than the -west wind's breath ? 
Dotli hib heart know the things of life and death? 

F 
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Can his face bnng forth snnshine and gvi, e ram, 

Ot his weai lofl that diw and h^es 

Make one thing certain or bind one thing fast, 

Thai as he willed it shall be at the last? 

Hon should the storms of heaven and kindled lights 
And all the depths of things and topless heights 
And aw and earth and fire and water diange 
Thar likeness, and the oataral world grow strange, 
And all the limits of Iheit life undone 
IwOse Count of htne and convaeoix of the sun. 

And that fill under which was frted above, 

That tQsn might have a larger hour for love ? ‘ 

So musing vnh close bps vnd lifted eyes 
That stnikd with self contempt to live so wise, 

^ith silent heart to hungry now so long. 

So late grown clear, so ini embly made strong, 

About the wolds a banished roan he went. 

The brown woWs bare and sad as banivhmerit, 

By Wastes of fmilWs floweiage, and grey downs 
That felt the sea mnd shake their wild flower crowns 
As though fierce hands would pluck from some grey 
head 

The spoils of majesty despised and dead, 

And fill with esyrog and comfortless strange sound 
Their hollow sides and heights of hetbless ground. 

\ et as he went fresh courage on him came. 

Till dawn rose too wuhin him as a fluce 
The heart of the anaent hills and his were one , 

The winds took connsd with him, and the sun 
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Spate comfort ; in his ears the shout of birds 
»Vas as the sound of clear sweet-spirited words, 
The noise of streams as laughter from above 
Of the old wild lands, and as a cry of love 
Spring’s trumpet-blast blown over moor and lea : 
The skies were red as love is, and the sea 
Was as the floor of heaven for love to tread. 

So went he as witlr light about his head, 

And in tire joyous travail of the year 
Grew April-hearted ; since nor grief nor fear 
Can master so a young man’s blood so long 
That it shall move not to the mounting song 
Of that sweet hour when earth repluraes her wings 
And with fair face and heart set heavenward sings 
As an awakened angel unaware 
That feels his sleep fall from him, and Iris hair 
By some new breath of wind and music stirred, 

Till like tlie sole song of one heavenly bird 
Sounds all the singing of the host of heaven, 

And all the glories of the sovereign Seven 
Are as one face of one incorporate light 
And as that host of singers in God’s sight 
Might draw toward one that slumbered, and arouse 
The lips requickened and rekindling brows, 

So seemed the earthly host of all things born 
In sight of spring and eyeshot of the mom, 

All births of land or waifs of wind and sea, 

To draw toward hun that sorrowed, and set free 
From presage and remembrance of all pains 
The life that leapt and lightened in his veins. 

F 2 
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So wdi no sense abashed not suidess \ooh, 

«a\ied w »od heart, he tooh 
His part of sun or storm w*d, jind was glad, 

Tor all things lost, of tb-^ good things he had 
And ^e spnng loxtd him surely, being from bitth 
<3w. naAn <yyi <iC frsa b«t« put of earth, 

A man bom as at snnnse , one that taw 
Not without werencc and sweet sense of awe 
But wholly without fear or fitful breath 
■Hv* fete of hfe watched by the face of death , 

And livmg Wolt hts fill of rest and slnTe, 

Of love and change and fWil and seed of life, 

And when his time to live in light was done 
With unbent bead would pa,s out of the sun 
A spine is notning, £ui and dear and strong, 

IVhose thoQght and worlt were as one harp and song 
Heard through the world a' m a strange Itm^s had 
Sottie great guests oowe that sings of festi?aL 
So seemed sU thmitt to lose him, and h« heart 
In all their )oy oflife to taV" sudi part, 

That widi the live eatOi and the limg sea 
He was as one that communed mutuallv 
With tia\ed heart to heart of friend to fnend t 
And the star deepeno^ at the sunset’s end. 

And the moon bllHi brfore Gie gate of day 
As one sore weaned with vwn length, of way. 

And tfi" winds wpndenng, and the streams and shies, 
As faces of his f Bows m his eyes 
Net twied theie love where he was evemoie 
Of man and woman, fiiend of sea or «hQre. 
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Not measurable mtb weight of graven gold, 

Pree as the sun’s gift of the world to hold 
Given each day back to man’s reconquering sight 
That loses but its lordship for a night 
And now that after many a season spent 
In barren ways and works of banishment, 

Toil of strange fights and many a finiitless field, 
Ventures of quest and vigils under shield, 

He came back to the strait of sundering sea 
That parts green Cornwall from grey Brittany, 

"Where dwelt the high king’s daughter of the lands, 
Iseult, named alway from her fair white hands, 

She looked on him and loved him ; but being young 
Made shamefastness a seal upon her tongue. 

And on her heart, that none might hear its cry, 

Set the sweet signet of humility. 

Vet when he came a stranger in her sight, 

A banished man and wearj^, no such knight 
As when the Swallow dipped her bows in foam 
Steered singing that imperial Iseult home. 

This maiden with her sinless sixteen j ears 

Pull of sweet thoughts and hopes that played at fears 

Cast her eyhs on him but in courteous wise. 

And lo, the man's face burned upon her eyes 
As though she had turned them on the naked sun ; 
And through her limbs she felt sweet passion tun 
As fire that flowed down from her face, and beat 
Soft through stirred veins on even to her hands and 
feet 
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And alway thioush the thymes lereibcrate came 
The Mrginal soft burdeo of her name. 

And eie the full song Med upon her ear 
Joy strove within her tdl it cast out fear, 

And all her heart n-as as h« harp, and rang 
Swtfi muMC, made of hope whese hwthaote EjTiag 
Bright m the blood that kindled as he sang 


' Stan keoir sot how *e call (hem, nor oay f owen 
Ksow by wbat haji^ name (be boeenoS boun 
Bipiue their new bon bead* with dew and fiime t 
Asd Loee, adored of all (imeaaotovrti 
lieelt, knew nooSht foraceeofluajiame. 

'W Ltb many lonjoea men called on bis. bat he 
Vnu not vtueh word of all aiebt vorhieai be 
To round (or ever ut bn car (he tame, 

TUI heart o( man might bear and »out might lee, 
Iseol, the taduaee noging from Iby name, 

‘ByrnanyoameamncaDedbim ailbe night 
By many a name calls many a suny light 
Her KTCial sorere gns o( dindual fame ( 

But day by one name only ealb angbt, 

Iscalt, the run tb_t bids men praue bis name. 

* to many a name of man bu name Soared high 
And song shine round rt soann^ till the sVt 

Rangnyitiirr and (be world s fast foundrd fnzne 
Trembled with sense td tnumfib e s eo as t, 

Iseull, with sen<e of worship at (by name 

• In many a name of woman snded bis power 
Incarnate, aa all •ummei m a flower. 

Till winter bnng fo^ctfulneg orabaxne i 
But thine the keystoneofbuti^ilcss lower 
Iseult, ts one w«h LotA own lordliest nae if, . 
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‘ Iseult my love, Iseult my queen twice crowned. 

In tliee my deatli, in thee my life lies bound : 

Names are there yet that all men's hearts acclaim, 

But Love’s own heart rings answer to the sound, 

Iseult, that bids it bow before thy name.’ 

There ceased his voice yearning upon the word, 
Struck with strong passion dumb : but she that heard 
Quailed to the heart, and trembled ere her eyes 
Durst let the loving light within them rise, 

And yearn on his for answer ; yet at last, 

Albeit not all her fear was overpast, 

Hope, kindling even the frost of fear apace 
With sweet fleet bloom and breath of gradual gf^ce, 
Flushed in the changing roses of her face. 

And ere the strife took truce of white with red, 

Or joy for soft shame’s sake durst lift up head, 
Something she would and would not fain have said, 
And wist not what the fluttering word would bCj 
But rose and reached forth to him her hand : and he. 
Heart-stricken, bowed his head and dropped hiS knee, 
And on her fragrant hand lus lips were fire ; 

And their two hearts were as one trembling lyre 
Touched by the keen wind’s kiss with brief desire 
And music shuddering at its own delight. 

So dawned the moomise of their marriage night. 
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iv. 

THE maiden MARRIAGE, 

Spring watched her last moon burn and fade witl 
May 

While the days deepened toward a bridal day. 

And on her snowbright hand the ring was set 
While in the maiden’s ear the song’s word yet 
Hovered, that hailed as love’s own queen by name 
Iscult ; and in her heart the -word %vas flame ; 

A pulse of light, a breath of tender fire, 

Too dear for doubt, too driftless for desire. 

Between her father’s hand and brother’s led 
From hall to shrine, from shrine to marri^e-bed, 
She saw not how- by hap at home-coming 
Fell from her new lord’s hand a royal ring, 

Whereon he loohed, and felt tire pulse astart 
Speak passion in his faith-forsaken heart. 

For this was given him of the hand wherein 
That heart’s pledge lay for ever : so the sin 
That should be done if truly he should take 
This maid to wife for strange love’s faithless sake 
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Stiflct all his iQouDtii^ spnt ab^sue^I, -irKl fear 
Fell cold for shaae's on hu chn?ng cheer. 

Yea, dunie’s owi fire that bamed upon his bnrr 
To bear the brand there of a IroVea tow 
as froten ^ain for \ay fear thereof 
That wrin^ his heart with teener pargs than lore. 
A&d all things rose upon him, all things post 
Ere last they pined, dofeo in twain at last, 

Isenlt from Tnstiam, Tnstram from the queen , 

And how men found them in the wild woods green 
Sleeping, bat smdeied by the swcnl between, 
Dividing b'easl from amoroca breast a spaa. 

Bat scarce m heart the woman from the mas 
As far as hope from joy or sleep from mitb, 

And hlait that saw them held for ucred sooth 
These were oo Seshly lovers, by that sign 
That severed theta, stiU s'ltmbenng , so d nne 
He deemed it how at waking they beheld 
The king’s folk round the king, ard rmcompelled 
W ere Cam to follow and tire among them home 
Back to the towers washed round with rolling foim 
And stoned halls wherethrough sea mns c rang 
And how report thcreaJler swelled and sprang, 

A full mouthed serpent, hissing in men’s ears 
tTord of then loves and one of all his peers 
That most he trusted, being ha kinsman bom, 

A man base moolded for the stamp of scorn, 

^Vhose heart with hate waa keen and cold and dark, 
Gave note by midm^ whispa to King Mark 
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Where he might take them sleeping ; how ere day 
Had seen the grim next morning all away 
Fast bound they brought him down a weary way 
With forty knights about him, and their chief 
That traitor who for trust had given him grief, 

To tlie old hoar diapel, like a strait stone tomb 
Sheer on the sea-rocks, there to take his doom : 
How, seeing he needs must die, he bade them yet 
Bethink them if they durst for shame forget 
What deeds for Cornwall had he done, and wrought 
For all their sake what rescue, when he fought 
Against the fierce foul Irish foe that came 
To take of them for tribute in their shame 
Three hundred heads of children ; whom in fight 
His hand redeeming slew Moraunt the knight 
That none durst lift his eyes against, not one 
Had heart but he, who now had help of none. 

To take the battle j whence great shame it were 
To knighthood, yea, foul shame on all men there, 

To see him die so shamefully : nor durst 
One man look up, nor one make answer first, 

Save even the very traitor, who defied 
And would have slain him naked in his pride, 

Fut he, that saw the sword plucked forth to slay. 
Looked on his hands, and wrenched their bonds 
away, 

Haling those twain that he went bound between 
Suddenly to him, and kindling in his mien 
Shone lion-fashion forth with eyes alight, 
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So Tristram one brief breathing-space apart 
Hung, and gazed down ; then with exulting heart 
Plunged : and the fleet foam round a joyous head 
Flashed, that shot under, and ere a shaft had sped 
Rose again radiant, a rejoicing star, 

And high along tire water-ways afar 
Triumphed : and all they deemed he needs must die ; 
But Gouvemayle his squire, that watched hard by, 
Sought where perchance a man might win ashore, 
Striving, with strong limbs labouring long and sore, 
And there abode an hour ; till as from fight 
Crowned with hard conquest won by mastering might, 
Hardly, but happier for the imperious toil. 

Swam the hnight in forth of the close waves’ coil, 
Sea-satiate, bruised with buffets of the brine. 

Laughing, and flushed as one afire with wine : 

Ail this came hard upon him in a breath ; 

And how he marvelled in his heart that death 
Should be no bitterer than it seemed to be 
There, in tlie strenuous impulse of the sea 
Borne as to battle deathward : and at last 
How all his after seasons overpast 
Had brought him darkling to this dark sweet houi, 
■VHiere his foot faltered nigh the bridal bower. 

And harder seemed the passage now to pass. 

Though smoother-seeming than the still sea’s glass. 
More fit for very manhood’s heart to fear, 

Than all straits past of peril. Hardly here 
Might aught of all things hearten him save one. 

Faith ; and as men’s eyes quail before the sun 
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Within the chamber, heavy-eyed : and there 
Gleamed the white hands and glowed the glimmering 
hair 

That might but move his memory more of one more 
fair, 

More fair than all this beauty : but in sooth 
So fair she too shone in her flower of youth 
That scarcely might man’s heart hold fast its truth, 
Though strong, who gazed upon her t for her eyes 
Were emerald-soft as evening-coloured sides, 

And a smile in them like the light therein 
Slept, or shone out in joy that knew not sin, 

Clear as a child’s own laughter : and her mouth. 
Albeit no rose full-hearted from the south 
And passion-coloured for the perfect kiss 
That signs the soul for love and stamps it his, 

Was soft and bright as any bud new-blo^vn ; 

And through her cheek, the gentler lifebloom shone 
Of mild wild roses nigh the northward sea. 

So in her bride-bed lay the bride ; and he 
Drew nigh, and all the high sad heart m him 
Yearned on her, seeing the twilight meek and dim 
Tlirough all the soft alcove tremblingly lit 
With hovering silver, as a heart in it 
Beating, that burned from one deep lamp ahove^ 
Fainter than fire of torches, as the love 
Within him fiunter than a bridegroom’s fire, 

No marriage-torch red with tire heart’s desire, 

But silver-soft, a flameless light that glowed 
Starlike along night’s dark and starry road 

G 
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Fell silent as a wind abashed, whose breath 
Dies out of heaven, suddenly done to death. 
When in between them on the dumb dusk air 
Floated the bright shade of a face more fair 
Than hers that hard beside him shrank and smiled 
And wist of all no more than might a child. 

So had she all her heart’s ^vill, all she would. 

For love’s sake that sufficed her, glad and good, 
All night safe sleeping in her maidenhood. 
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But that same iiight in Cornwall oversea 
Couched at Queen Iseulf s hand, against her knee, 
With keen kind eyes that read her whole heart’s pain 
Fast at wide watch lay Tristram’s hound Hodain, 
The goodliest and the mightiest bom on earth, 

That many a forest day of fiery mirth 
Had plied his craft before them ; and the queen 
Cherished him, even for those dim years between, 
More than of old in those bright months far flown 
Wlien ere a blast of Tristram’s hom was blown 
Each morning as the woods rekindled, ere 
Day gat full empire of the glimmering air, 

Delight of dawn would quicken him, and fire 
Spring and pant in his breath with bright desire 
To be among the dewy ways on quest : 

But now perforce at restless-hearted rest 
He chafed through days more barren than the sand, 
Soothed hardly but soothed only with her hand. 
Though fain to fawn thereon and follow, still 
With all his heart and all his loving -will 
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Desmng one divided from his sight, 

Tor whose lost saVe dawn was as dawn of night 
And noon as night’s noon in his eyes was diti. 

But in the far under sat King hlarh, 

FeasOng, and full of cheer, with heart uplift, 

As on the night that harper gat his gift 
And music revelled on the htftil air, 

And songs came floated up (he festal stav. 

And muffled roar of wassaD where the king 
Took heart from wise cops and the quinng strmg 
Till all his cold thin vems rejoiced and ran 
Strong as with lifeblood of a kuigher man. 

But the queen shut ftom sound her weaned ears, 
Shut her sad eyes from sense of aught save tears, 
And wrung her hair with soft herce hands, and 
prayed 

* 0 God, God bom of woman, of a maid, 

Chnst, once in fiesh of thine own bshion dad , 

0 very love, so glad in heaven and sad 

On earth for earth's sake alway , since thou art 
Pure only, I only impute of spint and heart, 

Since thou for sm’s sake and the bitter doom 
Didst as a veil pul on a virgin’s womb, 

1 that am none, and cannot bear or see 
Or shadow or likeness or a sound of thee 
Far off, albeit with man’s own speech and lace 
Thou shine yet and thou speak yet, showing forfa 

grace— 

Ah me ! grace only shed on souls that are 
lat and led forth of shadow by thy star- - 
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Alas ! to these men only grace, to these. 

Lord, whom thy love draws Godward, to thy Itnees— 
^ I, can I draw thee me-ward, can I seek, 

Who love thee not, to love me? seeing how weak, 
Lord, all this little love I bear thee is. 

And how much is my strong love more than this, 

My love that I love man witlr, that I bear 
Him sinning through me sinning ? wilt thou care, 
God, for this love, if love be any, alas. 

In me to give the^ though long since there was, 

How long, when I too. Lord, was clean, even I, 

That now am unclean till the day I die — 

Haply by burning, harlot-fashion, made 
A horror in all hearts of wife and maid. 

Hateful, not knowing if ever in these mine eyes 
Shone any light of thine in any wise 
Or this were love at all that I bore thee ? ’ 

And the night spake, and thundered on the sea. 
Ravening aloud for ruin of lives : and all 
The bastions of the main cliff's northward wall 
Rang response out from all their deepening length. 
As the east wind girded up his godlike strength 
And hurled in hard against that high-towered hold 
The fleeces of the flock that knows no fold. 

The rent white shreds of shattering storm ; but she 
Heard not nor heeded wind or storming sea, 

K.new not if night were mild or mad with wind- 
‘Yea, though deep lips and tender hair be thinned, 
Though cheek mther, brow fade, and bosom wane, 
Shall I change also from this heart again 
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To maidenhood ofbeattaod holiness? 

Shall 1 more love thee. Lord, or lore him less— 

Ah imserahle 1 though sp nt and heart be rent, 

Shall I repent, Lord Cod? shall I repent? 

Nay, though thou slay roe I for herein 1 am blest, 
That as I loved him jet I love him best — 

More than mine own soul or thy love or thee, 

Though thy love sate and my love save not me. 
blest am I beyond women even herein. 

That bejond all bom women is my sin, 

And perfect my transgression that above 
All offerings of alt others b my love, 

'Vho have chosen it only, and put a*ay for this 
Thee, and my soul t hope. Saviour, of the lass 
IVhereMih thy lips male welcome all thine own 
>Vhen in them life and death are ovenhiovi-n , 

The unless Ups that seal the death of sin, 

The kiss wherewith their dunb lips touched begin 
Singmg m heaven. 

‘IVhcrc we shall never, lote, 
Never stand up nor sing 1 for God above 
Knows us, how too much more than God to me 
Thy sweet love js, roy poor lote is to thee I 
Dear, dost thou sec now, dost thou hear to night, 
Sleepmg, my waste wild speech, my face worn white, 
— Speech once heard soft by thee, lace once kissed 
red I— 

In such a dream as when men see theu dead 
And know not if they know if dead these be ? 

Ah love, are thy d^ my days, and to thefe 
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Are all nigbts like as my nights ? does the sun 
Grieve thee? art thou soul-sick till day he done, 

And weary till day rises ? is thine heart 
Full of dead things as mine is ? Nay, thou art 
Man, rvith man's strength and praise and pride of life, 
No bondwoman, no queen, no loveless wife 
That would be shamed albeit she had not sinned.' 

And swordlike was the sound of the iron wind, 

And as a breaking battle was the sea. 

‘ Nay, Lord, I pray thee let him love not me, 

Love me not any more, nor like me die. 

And be no more than such a thing as I. 

Turn his heart from me, lest my love too lose 
Thee as I lose thee, and his fair soul refuse 
For my sake thy fair heaven, and as I fell 
Fall, and be mixed with my soul and with helL 
Let me die rather, and only ; let me be 
Hated of him so he be loved of thee, 

Lord : for I would not have him vuth me there 
Out of thy light and love in the unlit air. 

Out of thy sight in the unseen hell where I 
Go gladly, going alone, so thou on high 
Lift up his soul and love him — Ah, Lord, Lord, 

Shalt thou love as I love him ? she that poured 
From the alabaster broken at thy feet 
An ointment very precious, not so sweet 
As that poured likewuse forth before thee then 
From the rehallowed heart of Magdalen, 

From a heart broken, yearning like the dove, 

An ointment very precious which is love — 
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Couldst ihou being holy and God, and sinful she, 
Lo\e her indeed as surely she loscd thee? 

Kay, but if not, then as « sinnere can 
Let us love still in the old sad «ue of man. 

For with less love than my love, having had 
Mme, though God love him he shall not be glad. 
And with such love as my love, 1 wot well. 

He shall not he disconsolate in hdl 
Sad only as souls for otter love's saVe be 
Here, and a htdt sad, pendiance, for toe — 
hie happy, me more gUd dun God above, 

In the utmost hcU whose fires consume not love ’ 
For in the waste ways emptied of the sua 
He would say — " Dear, th) place is void, and one 
Weeps among angds for thee, with his face 
Veiled, saying 0 nster, thy tMcttn fl-M 
Staiuls daclaU, /Mf Godnadtfaif fsr tfuet 
It heavtn net reteter, end ue Oty trdhrtn, o* 
Fatrtr then lexx en tjriA end life m htU 1 " 

And I — with me were all things then not well? 
Should I not answer — O love, be well content , 
Look on me, and behold if I repent." 

This were more to me than an angels wings. 

Yea, many men pray God for many things. 

But I pray that this only thing may be.' 

And as a full field diaiging was the sea. 

And as the ay of stain men was the wind. 

‘Yea, since I surely loved him, and he sinned 
Surely, though not as my sm his be black, 

God, give him to me— God, God, give him back I 
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For now how should we live in twain or die ? 

I am he indeed, thou knowest, and he is I. 

Not man and woman several as we were, 

But one thing with one life and death to bear. 

How should one love his oum soul overmuch ? 

And time is long since last I felt the touch, 

The sweet touch of my lover, hand and breath, 

In such delight as puts delight to death, 

Bum my soul through, till spirit and soul and sense. 
In the sharp grasp of tire hour, with violence 
Died, and again through pangs of violent birth 
Lived, and laughed out with refluent might of mirth j 
Laughed each on otlier and shuddered into one, 

As a cloud shuddering dies into the sun. 

Ah, sense is that or spirit, soul or flesh. 

That only love lulls or awakes afresh ? 

Ah, sweet is that or bitter, evil or good, 

That very love allays not as he would ? 

Nay, trath is this or vanity, that gives 
No love assurance when love dies or lives ? 

This that my spirit is wrung wnthal, and yet 
No surelier knows if haply thine forget. 

Thou that my spirit is rvrung for, nor can say 
Love is not in thee dead as yesterday ? 

Dost thou feel, thou, this heartbeat whence my heart 
Would send thee word what life is mine apart, 

And know by keen response what life is tirine ? 

Dost thou not hear one cry of all of mine? 

O Tristram’s heart, have I no part in thee ? ’ 

And all her soul was as the breaking sea. 
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And all hei heiit anhungered as the wmd- 
‘ Dost thou repent thet of the sia we sinned ? 

Dost thou repent thee of the dajs and nights 
That kindW and that quendicd for us their hghtJ, 
The months that feasted ns with all their hours, 

The ways that breathed of us in all their flowers, 

The dells that sang of us with all their doves ? 

Dost thou repent thee of the wildwood loves ? 

Is thme heart changed, and tallowed? art thou 
grown 

God’s, and nOk mine? Yet, though my heart male 
moan, 

Fain would my soul gite thanks for thine, if thou 
Be saved*>-yea, Eus praise God. and knows not how 
How should It know thanksgivuig? nay, or leant 
Aught of the love wherewith thine own should bun^ 
Cod’s, that should east out as an evil thing 
Muf*? jea, what hand ofptayer hate 1 to cling, 
^^’hal heart to prophesy, what spirit of sight 
To strain insensual eyes toward increate light, 

^Vho look but back on life wherein 1 sinned? ’ 

And all their past ome wailir^ m the wind, 

And all their future thundered in the sea. 

* But if my so J might touch the time to be, 

If hand might handle now or eye behold 
>Iy Me and death ordained me from cl old, 

Life palpable, compact of blood and breath. 
Visible, present, naked, very death, 

Should I desire to know before the day 
These that 1 know not, nor is man that may? 
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For haply, seeing, my heart would break for fear. 

And my soul timeless cast its load off here, 

Its load of life too bitter, love too sweet, 

And fall down shamed and naked at thy feet, 

God, who wouldst take no pity of it, nor give 
One hour back, one of all its hours to live 
Clothed wth my mortal body, that once more. 

Once, on this reach of barren beaten shore. 

This stormy strand of life, ere sail were set. 

Had haply felt love’s arms about it yet — 

Yea, ere death’s bark put off to seaward, might 
With many a grief have bought me one delight 
That then should know me never. Ah, what years 
Would I endure not, filled up firll with tears. 

Bitter like blood and dark as dread of death. 

To win one amorous hour of mingling breath. 

One fire-eyed hour and sunnier than the sun. 

For all these nights and days like nights but one ? 
One hour of heaven bom once, a stormless birth. 

For all these windy weary hours of earth ? 

One, but one hour from birth of joy to death. 

For all these hungering hours of feverish breath ? 

And I should lose this, having died and sinned.’ 

And as man’s anguish clamouring cried the wind. 
And as God’s anger answering rang the sea. 

' And yet what life — ^Lord God, what life for me 
Has thy strong wrath made ready? Dost thou think 
How lips whose thhst hath only tears to drink 
Grow grey for grief untimely ? Dost thou know, 

O happy God, how men wax weary of woe — 
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Yea, for their wrong’s sale Out flune hand hath done 
Come even to hate thy semU^Mce in the sun> 

Tom back &om dawn and noon and all thy light 
To make their souls one with the soul of mg^t? 
Chrot, if thou hear yet or ha« ey e» to see, 

Thou that hadst pity, and hast no pity on me, 
KnoVst thou no more, aa m this life's sharp span, 
V?hat pain thoa hadst on earth, what pam hath man? 
Hast thou no care, that all we suffer yet ? 

\Vlat help IS ours of thee if thou forget ? 

■VVhat profit have we though thy blood were given. 

If we that sm bleed and be not forgiven? 

Kot love but hate, thou bitter God and strange. 
Whose heart as man’s heart hath grown cold with 
change, 

Kot love but hate thou showest us that have sinned.' 

And blie a world's ay shuddenag was the wind. 
And like a God s voice threatening was the sea. 

‘ Nay, Lord, for thou aasi gracious , nay, in thee 
Ko change can come with tune or varying fate, 

Ko tongue bid thine be less compassionate, 

No sterner eye rebuke lor mercy thine, 

No sia put out thy pity — no, not mme 
Thou knowest us, Lord, thou knowest us, all we are 
He, and the soul that hath his soul for star 
Thou knowest as I know. Lord, how much more 
worth 

Than all souls clad and clasped about with earth. 

But most of all, God, how mudi more than I, 

It this nun’s soul that surety shall not die. 
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■What righteousness, what judgment. Lord most 
high, 

Were this, to bend a brow of doom as grim 
As threats me, me the adulterous wife, on him? 
There lies none other nightly by his side : 

He hath not sought, he shall not seek a bride. 

Far as God sunders earth from heaven above, 

So far was my love bom beneath liis love. 

I loved him as the sea-wind loves the sea. 

To rend and ruin it only and waste ; but he, 

As the sea loves a sea-bird loved he me, 

To foster and uphold my tired life’s wing, 

And bounteously beneath me spread forth spring, 
A springtide space whereon to float or fly, 

A world of happy water, whence the sky 
Glowed goodlier, lightening from so glad a glass. 
Than with its own light only. Now, alas ! 

Cloud hath come down and clothed it round with 
storm, 

And gusts and fits of eddying winds deform 
The feature of its glory. Yet be thou, 

God, merciful : nay, show but justice now. 

And let the sin in him that scarce was his 

Stand expiated with exile ; and be this 

The price for him, the atonement this, that I 

With aU the sin upon me live, and die 

With all thy -wrath on me that most have sinned.' 

And like man's heart relenting sighed the wind, 
And as God’s wrath subsiding sank the sea. 

‘ But if such grace be possible — ^if it be 



56 


JSCULr AT TJNTAGCC. 


Not sin were strange than »U ais »nd »or« 
E«n, that oifs upon thee for » eanc. 

To pray sach praj ers from *r»ch a heart, do thou 
Hear, and mike mde thme heannj tovifd me now , 
Let rot my soul and hii for eve dwetl 
SunderM though doonkeep always hearen and hell 
IntcoBolable, m'injic!/ arart. 

Keep not m train Cor evef bean and htm 
That once, albeit by not thy taw, rert one , 

Let this be not thy rUt that this be doae. 

Let all else, all thou wilt of evil, be. 

But no doom, none, dmd n; him and ne.* 

By Uus «v heaven stined eastward, and there came 
Up the rough npple a Ubounng light Inte flame , 

And dawn, sore trembling suD and gity with fear, 
Looked hardly fonh a face of heaner cheet 
Than one which ^ef or dread yet half enthmudt, 
AVDd eved and ran, across th^ cleaving clouds. 

And Zseult, worn nth wit^ long belcj on pain, 
Turned, and her eye Ut on the hound Hodaia, 

And all her heart rent cut in tears and he 
Laid hia kind head along her bended kne^ 

Till round tus neck her anns went hattl, and all 
The Eight past from her as a chjia m ght £dt t 
But yet the heart withm her, half undone, 

Wailed, and was loth to let her see the sua. 

And ere full day brought heaven anij earth to Corcr 
Far thence, a maiden in a inamage bower 
That inotnent. hard by Thstrani, ovejsca. 

Woke with glad eyes Iseult of Bnttany 
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A LITTLE time, O Love, a little light, 

A little hour for ease before the night. 

Sweet Love, that art so bitter ; foolish Love, 

Whom -wise men know for wiser, and thy dove 
More subtle than the serpent j for thy sake 
These pray thee for a little beam to break, 

A little grace to help them, lest men think 
Thy servants have but hours like tears to drink. 

O Love, a little comfort, lest they fear 

To serve as these have served thee who stand here. 

For these are thine, thy servants these, that stand 
Here nigh the limit of the wild north land, 

At margin of the grey great eastern sea, 
Dense-islanded with peaks and reefs, that see 
No life but of the fleet wings fair and free 
"Which cleave the mist and sunlight all day long 
With sleepless flight and cries more glad than song. 
Strange ways of life have led them hither, here 
To win fleet respite from desire and fear 
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with aimwtice from sono* , «twrge and s»eet 
Ways trodden by fijrloTB and casual feet 
TjU iundher dmee woke lowatd them kindly will 
In happier hearts of lovers, and then- lU 
Fonnd rest, M healing surely might it not, 

By gift and kmgly grace of Lauacelot 
At graaous bidding given ofGoeneNere. 

For in the trembling twflight of this year 
Ere Apnl sprang from hope to certitude 
Two hearts of friends Dist linked had fallen at fend 
As they rode forth on hawking, by the sign 
Which gave his new bnde’s brother Ganhaxdioe 
To know the truth of Tnstram’s dealing, how 
Faith kept of him against his toamage vow 
Kept virginal his bride bed night and mom , 

NThereat, as wroth his blood should suffer scorn, 

Came Ganhardioe to Tristram, sapng, ' Behold, 
Wehaielovedthee, and for love we have shown of old 
Scorn hast thou shown us wherefore is thy bnde 
Hot thine indeed, a etranger at thy side, 

Contemned ? whst evil hath she done, to be 
Mocked with mouth mairiage and despised of thee, 
Shamed, set at nought, rejected?’ But there came 
On Tristram’s brow and eye the shadow and flame 
Confused of wrath and wonder, ere he spake. 

Saying, * Hath she bid thee for thy sister’s sake 
riead with me, who believed of her in heart 
More nobly than to deerr such piteous part 
Should find so ^r a player? or whence hast thou 
Ofus this knowledge?’ ’Nay,' said he, ‘but now. 
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Riding beneath these whitediorns overhead, 

There fell a flo^Yer into her girdlestead 

Which laughing she shook out, and smiling said — 

“ Lo, what large leave tlie wind hath given tliis stray, 
To lie more near my heart than till this day 
Aught ever since my mother lulled me lay 
Or even my lord came ever ; ” whence I wot 
We are all thy scorn, a race regarded not 
Nor held as -worth communion of thine own, 

Except in her be found some fault alone 
To blemish our alliance.' Then replied 
Tristram, ‘ Nor blame nor scorn may touch my bride, 
Albeit imknown of love she live, and be 
Worth a man worthier than her love thought me. 
Faith only, faith withheld me, faith forbade 
The blameless grace wherewith love’s grace makes 
glad 

All lives linked else in wedlock ; not that less 
I loved the sweet light of her loveliness, 

But that my love toward faith -was more : and thou. 
Albeit thine heart be keen against me now, 

Couldst tliou behold my very lady, then 
No more of thee than of all other men 
Should this my faith be held a faithless fault* 

And ere that day their hawking came to halt 
Being sore of him entreated for a sign, 

He sware to bring his brother Ganliardine 
To sight of that strange Iseult : and thereon 
Forth soon for Cornwall are these brethren gone, 

H2 
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Even to that topi pieasance nhcit the hitot 
Rang ever of old rnth Tnstiajn's horn in front 
BUthe as the queen's horse bounded at hts side 
And first of all her dames forth pranced m pnde 
Yhat day hdore them, with a ringing rein 
All golden glad, the kmg^ lalse bnde Brangaaiit, 
The queen s true handmaid ever and on her 
Glancing, ‘ Be called for all tune truth-teller, 

O Tnstraro, of all true mens tongues alive,’ 

Quoth Ganhardine , ‘ for may my soul so thrive 
As yet rnice e)e dranV never si^t hke this’ 

‘ Ay ? ’ Tnsiram sud, ‘ and she thou looVst on is 
So great in grace of goodhness that thou 
Hast less thought left of math against me now, 
Seeing but my lady’s handmaid? Kay, behold , 
See’st thou no light more golden than of gold 
Shme where she moves m midst of all, above 
AH, past all price or praise or prayer of love? 

Lo, this 15 she.’ But as one mazed with wme 
Stood, stunned in spirit and stneken, Ganhardme, 
And gazed out hard against them and his heart 
As mth a sword was cloven, and rent apart 
As wiih strong fangs of fire , and scarce he spake. 
Saying how ha life for even a handmaid's sake 
Was made a flanie wiOunhuu- And the knight 
Bade him, being known of none that stood m sight, 
Bear to Erangwain his nng, that she unseen 
Might give in token yrvdy to ihe queen 
And send %fr£\ word where ntider moon or sun 
They twain roighl yet be no more twain but one. 
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And that same night, under the stars that rolled 
Over their warm deep wildwood'nights of old 
"Whose hours for grains of sand shed sparks of fire, 
Such way was made anew for their desire 
By secret wile of sickness feigned, to keep 
The king far off her vigils or her sleep, 

That in the queen’s pavilion midway set 
By glimmering moondawn were those lovers met^ 

And Ganhardine of Brangwain gat him grace. 

And in some passionate soft interspace 
Between two swells of passion, when their lips 
Breathed, and made room for such brief speech as 
slips 

From tongues athirst with draughts of amorous wine 
That leaves them thirstier than the salt sea’s brine, 
Was counsel taken how to fly, and where 
Find covert from the wild world’s ravening air 
That hunts with storm the feet of nights and days 
Through strange thwart lines of life and flowerless 
ways. 

Then said Iseult : ‘ Lo, now the chance is here 
Foreshown me late by word of Guenevere, 

To give me comfort of thy rumoured wrong, 

My traitor Tristram, when report was strong 
Of me forsaken and thine heart estranged : 

Nor should her siveet soul toward me yet be changed 
Nor all her love lie barren, if mine hand 
Crave harvest of it from the flowering land. 

See therefore if this counsel please thee nof^ 

That we take horse in haste foi Camelot 
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And seeli that friendship of her plighted troth 
Which love shall be full frun to lend, not loth 
Shall my love be to taie xt' So next night 
The multitudinous stars laughed round their flight. 
Fulfilling far with laughter made of light 
The encirchng deeps of heaven and in bnef space 
At Camelot their long love gat them grace 
Of those fair twain whose heads men’s praise im 
pearled 

As love’s two lordUest love« in the world 

And thence as guests for harbourage past they forth 

To win this noblest hold of all the north. 

Far by wild ways and many days Uiey rode, 

TtU dear aaoss June’s lungUest sunset glowed 
’The great round girth of goodly wall that showed 
Where for one clear sweet season’s length should be 
Their place of strength to rest in, fam and free, 

By the utmost margin of the loud lone sea. 

And now, O Love, what comfort? God most 
high, 

Whose life is aa a flower’s to live and die, 
liVhose hght is everlasting Lord, whose breath 
Speaks music through the deathless Ups of death 
Whereto tune’s heart nngs answer Bard, whom time 
Hears, and is vanquished with a wandering rhyme 
That once ihy bps made frs^iaot Seer, whose sooth 
Joy knows not well, but sorrow knows for truth, 

Being pnestess of thy soothsaying! Love, what grace 
Shall these twain find at last before thy free? 
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This many a year they have served thee, and 
deserved, 

If ever man might yet of all that served, 

Since the first heartbeat bade the first man’s knee 
Bend, and his mouth take music, praising thee, 

Some comfort ; and some honey indeed of thine 
Thou hast mixed for these with life’s most bitter wine 
Commending to their passionate lips a draught 
No deadlier than thy chosen of old have quaffed 
And blessed thine hand, their cupbearer’s ; for not 
On all men comes the grace that seals their lot 
As holier in thy sight, for all these feuds 
That rend it, than the light-souled multitude’s. 

Nor thwarted of thine hand nor blessed ; but these 
Shall see no twilight. Love, nor fade at ease, 
Grey-grown and careless of desired delight, 

But Le down tired and sleep before the night 
These shall not live till time or change may chill 
Or doabt divide or shame^ubdue their ■will. 

Or feai or slow repentance work them ■wrong, 

Or love die first ; these shall not live so long. 

Death ihall not take them drained of dear true life 
Already, sick or stagnant firom the strife, 

Quenched: not with dry-drawn veins and lingering 
breeth 

Shall these through crumbling hours crouch down to 
deaffl. 

Swift, ■wifa one strong clean leap, ere life’s pulse tire, 
Most like the leap of lions or of fire. 
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Sheer death shall hoimd upon them one pang past. 
The first keen sense of him shall be their last, 

Their last shall be no sense of any fear, 

More than then life had sense of anguish here. 

Weeks and light months had fled at swallow’s 
speed 

Since here their first hour sowed for them the seed 
Of many sweet as rest or hope could be , 

Since on the blown beach of a glad new sea 
^Vhereln strange rocks like fighting men stand scarred 
They saw the strength and help of Jo>ous Card. 
Withm the full deep glonous tower that standi 
Between the wild sea and the broad wild lands 
Lore led and gave them t^iuet and they drew 
lafe like a God's life in each wind that blew, 

And took their rest, and tnumpbed Day by day 
The mighty moorlands and the sea walls grey, < 

The brown bright waters of green fells that sing 
One song to rocks and flowers and birds on wtiig, 
Beheld the joy and glorj that they had, j 
Passing, and how the vhole world made them glad. 
And their great love wss mixed widi all thingj great. 
As life being lo>ely, and yet beu^ strong like fate 
For when the sun sprang on the sudden sea * 

Then eyes sprang eastnard, and die day to be 
Was lit m them untitndy such dehght 
They took yet of the clear add breath and tgM 
That goes before the morning, and such gnee 
Was deathless m them through their vholc life’s 
space ' 
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As dies in many -mth their dawn that dies 
And leaves in pulseless hearts and flameless eyes 
No light to lighten and no tear to weep 
For youth’s high joy that time has cast on sleep. 

Yea, this old grace and height of joy tliey had, 

To lose no jot of all that made them glad 
And filled their* springs of spirit with such fire 
That all delight fed in them all desire ; 

And no whit less than in their first keen prime 
The spring’s breath blew through all their summer 
time, 

And in their skies would sunlike Love confuse 
Clear April colours -with hot August hues, 

And in their hearts one light of sun and moon 
JReigned, and the morm'ng died not of the noon 5 
Such might of life was in them, and so high 
Their heart of love rose higher than fate could fly. 
And many a large delight of hawk and hound 
The great glad land that knows no bourne or bound, 
Save the nind's own and the outer sea-bank’s, gave 
Their days for comfort ; many a long blithe wave 
’Buoyed their blithe bark between the bare bald rocks, 
Deep, steep, and still, save for the swift free flocks 
Unshepherded, imcompassed, unconfined. 

That when blown foam keeps all the loud air blind 
Mix with the wind’s their triumph, and partake 
The joy of blasts that ravin, waves that break. 

All round and all below their mustering wings, 

A clanging cloud that round tire cliff’s edge clings 
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On each Weak Waff breakup tiit s^ietmcms Mitt 
That tings reveiberate lauth srhen storm bestrides 
The subject night in thnndei many a noon 
They took the moorland's or the bright sea's boon 
W’iih all their hearts Into their spirit of sense, 
Rejoicing, where the sudden deJls gresr dense 
With sharp thick flight of hillside birds, or where 
On some strait rock’s ledge m the intense mute an 
Erect gainst the cliff's sheer sunlit white 
Blue as the clear oaith hcasen, dothed warm witia 
light, 

Stood neck to bended neck and wing to wing 
^Vith heads Cast hidden onder, dose as ding 
Elowen on one flowenng almond branch in spnfl& 
Three herons deep asleep against the son, 

Each with one bnght foot downward poised, and o&S 
Wing hidden hard by the bright bead, and all 
Stiff as C^ shapes fixed on some wondrous wall 
Of minster aule or doister-dose or hall 
To take eren tune s eye prisoner with dehght. 

Or, satisfied with joy of sound and sight, 

They sat and communed of things past what state 
King Arthur, yet unwaned npon by &te, 

Held high in hall at Camelot, like one 
Whose lordly life was as the mounting sun 
That climbs and panses on Uie point of noon, 
Soyereign how royal tang the tourney's tune 
Through Tnstrams three days’ triumph, spear to 
spear, 

Wien Iseult shone enthroned by Guenevere, 
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Rose against rose, the highest adored on earth, 
Imperial : ret ^‘ith subtle notes of mirth 
Would she bemock her prsiies, and bemoan 
Her glory by that sjdcrtdour overthrown 
Which lightened from her sister's eyes elate ; 

Sa)dng liow by nigh.t a little light seems great, 

Eat less than least of all things, verj- nought, 

IMjea dawn undoes the web that darkness wrought ; 
How like a lower of ivorj- well designed 
By subtlest hand subserving subtlest mind, 

Ivory with flower of rose incarnadined 
And Wndling with some God therein revealed, 

A light for grief to look on and be healed, 

Stood Guenevere t and all beholding her 
Were ficartstruck even as earth at midsummer 
With burning wonder, hardly to be borne. 

So was dial amorous glorious lady bom, 

A fiery memory for all storied years ; 

Nor might men call her sisters crowned her peers, 
Her sister queens, put all by her to scorn : 

She.had such eyes a.s are not made to mourn ; 

But in her own a gleaming ghost of tears 

Shone, and their glance was sloiver than Guenevere’s, 

And fitfullcr with fiindcs grown of grief; 

Shamed as a Mayflower shames an autumn leaf 
Full well she wist it could not clioosc but be 
If in that other's eyeshot standing she 
Should lift her looks up ever : wherewithal 
Like fires whose light fills heaven with festival 
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Bamed ber eyes futt on Tnstnm's , and bt lavished, 
Answenng, * What wde sweet Add hearted craft 
That children forge for duldren, to begmte 
Eyes known of them not witless of the wile 
But fam to seem for spores sake self-deceived, 

Wilt thou find out now not to be bAeved? 

Or how shall I tust more than ouphe or elf 
Thy truth to mo-ward, who behest thysdf? ’ 

‘ Nor elf nor ouphe or aught of amer kind,’ 

Quoth she, * though made of oiooubesms mout and 
bhnda 

la light if weighed with man’s winged weightless mmd. 
Though thou keep somewue t'Oth wnh me, God wot, 
When thou didst wed, I doubt, tbou thoughtest sot 
So chaiUy to keep ‘Nay,’ said he, 

' Yet am not 1 rebukabte by ihee 
As Launcelot, emog, held ine ere he wist 
No mouth save thine of mine was ever kissed 
have as a sister's only, smee we twain 
Drank first the draught assigned our hps to dram 
That hate and Love with darkling hands commizt 
Poured, and no power to part them came betwixt, 
But eithex's will, howbat they seem at strife, 

Was toward us one, as death itself and life 
Are one sole doom toward all men, nor may one 
Behold not darkness, who beholds the sun * 

•Ah, then,’ she said, ‘what word is this men hear 
Of Merlin, how some doom too strange to fear 
Was cast but late about him oversea, 

Sweet reaeant, m thy hmlal Bmtany? 
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Is not his life sealed fast on him with sleep, 

By witchcraft of his own and love’s, to keep 
Till earth he fire and ashes ? ' 

‘ Surely,’ stud 

Her lover, ' not as one alive or dead 
The great good wizard, well beloved and well 
Predestinate of heaven that casts out hell 
For guerdon gentler far than all men's fate, 

Exempt alone of all predestinate, 

Takes his strange rest at heart of slumberland, 

More deep asleep in green Broceliande 
Than shipwrecked sleepers in the soft green sea 
Beneath die weight of wandering waves : but he 
Hath for those roofing waters overhead 
Above him always all the summer spread 
Or all tile winter wailing : or the sweet 
Late leaves marked red with autumn’s burning feet, 
Or withered with his weeping, round the seer 
Rain, and he sees not, nor may heed or hear 
The witness of the winter : but in spring 
He hears above him all the winds on wing 
Through the blue dawm between the brightening 
boughs, 

And on shut eyes and slumber-smitten brows 
Feels ambient change in the air and strengthening 
sun, 

And knows the soul that was his soul at one 
With the ardent world’s, and in the spirit of earth 
His spirit of life reborn to mightier birth 
And mixed with things of elder life than ours 
With cries of birds, and kindling lamps of flow'crs, 
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And sweep and song of winds, and fniitful light 
Of sunbeams, and the far faintbrcath of night, 

And waves and woods at morning and in all. 

Soft as at noon the slow sea’s nse and fill, 

He hears in spmt a song that none bnt be 
Hears from the mystic month ofNimue 
Shed like a consecntion , and tus heart, 

Hearing, la made for love's sake as a part 
Ofthat fra singing, and the life thereof 
Part of that life that feeds the world with loi e 
Yea, heart in heart is molten, hers and his. 

Into the world's heart and the soul that » 

Bevoad or sense or vision , and their breath 
Stirs the soft springs of deathless life and death, 

Heath that bears life, and change Uiat brugs forth 
seed 

Of We to death and death to life indeed, 

As blood teaicltng through the unsounded veins 
Of earth and heaven wnh all their joys and pains. 

Ah, that when love shall laugh no more nor weep 
'We too, we too might hear that song and sleep I ’ 

‘ 'Yea,’ said Iseult, 'some joy it were to be 
Ijds.. in the sun s light and the all girdling sea. 

Mixed with the winds and vroodlands, and to bear 
Part in tlie large life of the quickening air. 

And the sweet earth’s, our mother yet to pass 

More fleet than mirrored laces from the glass 

Out of all pain and all debgh^ so &r 

That love should seem bat as the furthest star 

Sunk deep in trembling heavoi, scarce seen or known, 
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As a dead moon forgotten, once that shone 
Where now the sun shines — nay, not all things yet, 
Not all things always, dying, would I forget.’ 

And Tristram ans^vered amorously, and said : 

* O heart that here art mine, O heavenliest head 
That ever took men’s worship here, which art 
Mine, how shall death put out the fire at heart. 
Quench in men’s eyes the head’s remembered light 
That time shall set but higher in more men’s sight ? 
Think thou not much to die one earthly day, 

Being made not in their mould who pass away 
Nor who shall pass for ever.’ 

‘ Ah.’ she said, 

‘What shall it profit me, being praised and dead? 
What profit have the flowers of all men’s praise ? 
What pleasure of our pleasure have the days 
That pour on us delight of life and mirth? 

What fruit of all our joy on earth has earth? 

Nor am I — nay, my lover, am I one 
To take such part in heaven’s enkindling sun 
And in the inviolate air and sacred sea 
As clothes with grace that wondrous Nimue ? 

For all her works are bounties, all her deeds 
Blessings ; her days are scrolls wherein love reads 
The record of his mercies ; heaven above 
Hath not more heavenly holiness of love 
Than earth beneath, wherever pass or pause 
Her feet that move not save hy love’s own laws. 

In gentleness of godlike wayfaring 

To heal men’s hearts as earth is healed by spring 
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Of all such woes as moler what am 1, 

Lore, that have strength but to desire and die, 

That have but pace to love and do thee wrong, 
^Vhat am I that my name dioohi live so long, 

Save as the star that crossed thy star struck lot, 
hers whose light was Iiie to Lanncelot? 
life gave she him, and strength, and fame to be 
For ever I, what gift can I give thee ? 

Peril and sleepless watches, fearful breath 
Of dread mote bitter for my sake tnan death 
When death came oigh to call me by my name, 
Eaile, rebuke, remorse, and— O, not shame 
Shame only, this I gave thee not, whom none 
hfay gtNe that worst thuig ever— no, sot one. 

Of all that hate, all hateful hearts that see 
Darkness for light and hate where love should be, 
^one for my shame's sake may speak alaame o! thee. 

And Tnsttam answenng ere he kissed her smiled 
'0 very woman, god at once and child, 

What ails thee to desire of me once mote 
The assurance that thou badst m heart before? 

For dl this wild sweet waste of sweet vam breath. 
Thou knowest 1 know thou hast given me life, sot 
death. 

The shadow of death, infotmed with shows of stnfc. 
Was ere I won thee all 1 had of life. 

Light war, light lovev light hving, dreams la sleep, 
Joy slight and light, not ^,lad enough to weep, 

Filled up my foobsh days with sound and shine, 

\ Kion and gleam from strange men s cast on mme. 
Reverberate light from eyes presaging thine 
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That shed but shadowy moonlight where thy face 
Now sheds forth sunshine in the deep same place. 

The deep live heart half dead and shallower then 
Than summer fords which thwart not wandering men 
For how should I, signed sorrow’s from my birth, 

Kiss dumb the loud red laughing lips of mirth? 

Or how, sealed thine to be, love less than heaven on earth? 
My heart in me was held at restless rest. 

Presageful of some prize beyond its quest, 

Prophetic still with promise, fain to find the best. 

For one was fond and one was blithe and one 
Fairer than all save twain whose peers are none ; 

For third on earth is none that heaven hath seen 
To stand with Guenevere beside my queen. 

Not Nimue, girt with hfessihg as a guard ; 

Not the soft lures and laughters of Ettarde : 

Not she, that splendour girdled round with gloom, 
Crowned as with iron darkness of the tomb. 

And clothed ivith clouding conscience of a monstrous 
doom, 

IVhose blind incestuous love brought forth a fire 
To bum her ere it bum its darkling sire, 

Heir mother's son. King Arthur ; yet but late 
We saw pass by that fair live shadow of fate. 

The queen Morgause of Orkney, like a dream 
That scares the night when moon and starry beam 
Sicken and swoon before some sorcerePs eyes 
IVhose wordless charms defile the saintly skies. 

Bright still with fire and pulse of blood and breath. 
Whom her own sons have doomed for shame to death.’ 
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‘ Death— yea,' quoth she, * there IS not said ot heahj 
So otV aloud on earth so sure a rvoid 
Death, and again death, and fot each that saith 
Ten tongues chime ansaet to the sound of death. 
Good end God send us era — so men pray 
But I~this end God send me, mmld 1 say. 

To die not of diyimon and a heart 

Rent or with sword of severance cloven apart, 

But only when thou diest and only where thou art, 

0 thou mv sold and spirit and breath to me, 

0 light, life, love! yea, let this only be. 

That dying I may praise God who gave me thee, 

Let hap what wiU thereafter ’ 

So that day 

Thev communed, even till even was worn away, 

Hor aught they said seemed strange or sad to say, 
But sweet aa night's dun dawn to reanness 
Nor loved they Lfe or love for death s sahe less, 

Nor feared they death fot loves or life s sale more 
And on the sounding soft funereal shore 
They, watching tdl die day should wholly die, 

Saw the sea sweep to the £ir grey sky, 

Saw die long sands sweep to the long grey sea. 

And rught made one sweet oust of moot and lea, 

And only far off shore the foam gave light 
And life m them sank silent as the rught 
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But all that year in Brittany forlorn, 

More sick at heart with wrath than fear of scorn 
And less in love with love than grief, and less 
With grief than pride of spirit and bitterness, 

Till all the sweet life of her blood was changed 
And all her soul from all her past estranged 
And all her will with all itself at strife 
And all her mind at war with all her life, 

Dwelt the white-handed Iseult, maid and ivife, 

A mourner that for mourning robes had on 
Anger and doubt and hate of things foregone. 

For that sweet spirit of old which made her sweet 
Was parched with blasts of thought as flowers with 
heat 

And withered as with wind of evil will ; 

Though slower than frosts or fires consume or kill 
That bleak black wind vexed all her spirit stiiL 
As ripples reddening in the roughening breath 
Of the eager east when dawn does night to death, 
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So lose aufl staied and kmdJed ui feet tfeougfet 
Fierce lurren fluctuant flies that lit not augbt, 

But scorched her soul with j camii^ keea as hate 
And dreams that left her vtalh disconsohlt. 

^Vhen change came first on that first heaven where all 
lafe’s hours were flowers that dawn’s light hand let fell, 
The sun that smote her dewy doud ol days 
Wrought from its showery folds h« rainbow’s rays. 

For love the red, for hope the gentle green. 

But yellow jealousy glared pale between. 

Ere yet the sky grew heavier, and her h^ad 
Bent flowetwise, chdl with change and fancies fled, 

She saw but love arch all her heaven Across with red, 
A burning bloom that seemed to breathe and beat 
And waver only as flame with rapturous heat 
Wiveis , and all the worid therewith smelt sweet, 

As mcense kindlinf from the rose red flame 

And when that full flush waned, and love became 

Scarce famter, though his fading horoscope 

From certitude of sight receded, hope 

Held yet her Apnl coloured light aloft 

As though to lure back lov^ a Uiop sublime and soft. 

But soon that Lght paled as a leaf grows pale 

And fluttered leaf like m the gathenng gale 

And melted even as dew flakes, whose bnef sheen 

The sun that gave devils of gbttenng green , 

Till harder shone ’iwixt hope and love grown cold 
A sallow light like withering autumn’s gold. 

The pale strong flame ofyealons thought, that gloirs 
More deep than hope’s green bloom or love’s 
enkindled rose 
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As though the sunflower’s faint fierce disk absorbed 
The spirit and heart of starrier flowers disorbed. 

That same full hour of twilight’s doors unbarred 
To let bright night behold in Joyous Gard 
The glad grave eyes of lovers far away 
Watch with sweet thoughts of death the death of day 
Saw lonelier by the narrower opening sea 
Sit fixed at watch Iseult of Brittany. 

As darkness from deep valleys void and bleak 
Climbs till it clothe with night the sunniest peak 
Where only of all a mystic mountain-land 
Day seems to cling yet with a trembling hand 
And yielding heart reluctant to recede, 

So, till her soul was clothed with night indeed, 

Rose tlie slow cloud of envious will mthin 
And hardening hate that held itself no sin, 

Veiled heads of vision, eyes of evil gleam, 

Dim thought on thought, and darkling dream on dream. 
Far off she saw in spirit, and seeing abhorred, 

The likeness \vrought on darkness of her lord 
Shine, and the imperial semblance at his side 
"Whose shadow from her seat cast down the bride, 
"Whose power and ghostly presence thrust her forth : • 
Beside that unknown other sea far north 
She saw them, clearer than in present sight 
Rose on her eyes the starry shadow of night ; 

And on her heart that heaved with gathering fate 
Rose red with storm the starless shadow of hate ; 
And eyes and heart made one saw surge and swell 
The fires of sunset like the fires of hell. 
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As Gjougb God’s wntli wouMbom np sin shame, 
The Incensed red gold of deepening heaTcn grew 
dame 

The sweet green spaces of dw soft low shy 
Paded, as fields that withering wind leaves dry 
The sea’s was lihe & doomsmaQ’s blasting breath 
Prom lips afoam with ravenoos last of death 
A night like desoUnoa, sombre starred. 

Above the great walled girth of Joyces Card 
Spread forth its wide sad sOcngih shadow and 
gloom 

Wherein those twain were compassed icnmd wi Ji doom : 
Hell from beneath called on them, and she beard 
Reveibente judgment m the wild wmd’s word 
Ciy, till the sole sound of their names that tasg 
Clove all the sea>mist with a danon’s clang, 

And clouds to clouds and flames to dustenng flames 
Beat back the dark noise of the direful names. 

Fear and strot^ exultation cuight her breath. 

And tnuicph like the bitterness of death. 

And rapture like the rage of hate allajed 
Vt’ith rum and ravin that its migbl bath made , 

And her heart swelled and stnised itseU to hear 
What may be heard of no man’s hangeni^ ear. 

And as a soil that cleaves m twum for drouth 
’Thirsted for judgment ^ven of God’s own mouth 
Against theta, till the strength of dark desire 
Vr as m her as a flame of hdl s own fire. 

Nor seemed the vrralh wbidi held her spirit in stress 
Aught else or worse than paasranate holiness, 
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Nor the ardent hate -which called on judgment’s rod 
More hateful than the righteousness of God. 

‘ How long, till thou do justice, and my wrong 
Stand expiate? 0 long-suffering judge, how long ? 
Shalt thou not put him in mine hand one day 
Whom I so loved, to spare not but to slay? 

Shalt thou not cast her down for me to tread, 

Me, on the pale pride of her humbled head ? 

Do I not well, being angry? doth not hell 
Require them ? yea, thou knowest that I do well 
Is not thy seal there set of bloodred light 
For witness on the brows of day and night ? 

Who shall unseal it ? what shall melt away 
Thy signet from the doors of night and day ? 

No man, nor strength of any spirit above. 

Nor prayer, nor ardours of adulterous love. 

Thou art God, the strong lord over body and soul : 
Hast thou not in the terrors of thy scroll 
All names of all men written as wth fire ? 

Thine only breath bids time and space respire ; 

And are not all things evil in them done 
More dear in thine eyes than in ours the sun ? 

Hast thou not siglU stretched wide enough to see 
These that offend it, these at once and me ? 

Is thine arm shortened or thine hand struck down 
As palsied ? have thy brows not strength to frorvn ? 
Are thine eyes blind with film of withering age? 

Bums not thine heart with righteousness of rage 
Yet,' and the royal rancour toward thy foes 
Retributive of ruin ? Time should close. 



tub n/rc's vigil. 


Thou Midst, and earth fade as a leaf grows grey, 

Ere one word said of thine should pass away 
Was this then not thy word, thou God mos‘ high, 
That sm shall surely biiog forth death and die, 

Seeing how these twain hse and hate joy of life. 

His harlot and the man that made me nafe * 

For is u I, perchance, 1 that hate smaed? 

Me, peradtcnturc, should tny wasting wind 
Smite, and thy sun blast, and thy storms devour 
Me with Veen fangs of hghlmog? should thy power 
Put forth on me the weight of its awakemog hour? 
Shall I that bear this burden bear that weight 
Of judgment? is my sio against thee great, 

If aE my heart against them bum with all its hate? 
Thme, and not mine, should hate be ? nay, but me 
They have spoiled and scoffed at, who can touch not 
thee. 

Me, rne, the fullness of their joy drams dry, 

Their ihinfulaess makes banro thoi^ not I, 

Lord, is It, whom their wrongdoing clothes with shame, 
That all who speak shoot tongues out at thy name 
As all who hear mock mine? Make me thy swo*d 
At least, if even thou too be wronged, O Lard, 

At ah of these that wrong me make mine hand 
As Lghtiung, or tny tongue a fiery brand, 

To bum or smite them with thy Wrath behold, 

I have nought on earth save thee for hope or hold. 
Fail me not thou I hare nought but this to crave. 
Make tae thy mean to gise Oiem to the grave. 
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Thy sign that all men seeing may speak thee just, 
Thy word which turns the strengths of sin to dust, 
Thy blast which bums up towers and thrones with fire. 
Lord, is this gift, this grace that I require, 

So great a gift, Lord, for thy grace to give 
And bid me bear thy part retributive? 

That I whom scorn makes mouths at, I might be 
Thy nntness if loud sin may mock at thee? 

For lo, my life is as a barren ear 
Plucked from the sheaf ; dark days drive past me here 
Downtrodden, while jo}''s reapers pile their sheaves, 
A thing more vile than autumn’s weariest leaves, 

For these the sun filled once with sap of life. 

O thou my lord that hadst me to thy mfe, 

Dost thou not fear at all, remembering me, 

The love that bowed my whole soul down to thee ? 

Is tills so wholly nought for man to dread, 

Man, whose life walks between the quick and dead. 
Naked, and warred about with wind and sea. 

That one should love and hate as I do thee? 

That one should live in all the world his foe 
So mortal as the hate that loves him so ? 

Nought, is it nought, O husband, O my knight, 

O strong man and indomitable in fight. 

That one more weak than foam-bells on the sea 
Should have in heart such thoughts as I of thee? 
Thou art bound about with stately strengths for bands ; 
What strength shall keep thee from my strengthless 
hands? 
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Thou art gut about with goodUy goaids and great 
^\'hat fosse may fence thee round as deep as bate? 
Thou art wise will wisdom teach thee fear of me? 
Thou an great of heart shall this deliver thee? 

^Vhat wall so massive, or what tow er so high, 

Shall be thv surety that thou shouldst not die, 

If that which Comes agamst thee be but I ? 

Who shall nse up of power to taVe Giy part. 

What skill find strength to sav^ what strength find art, 
If that which wan against thee be my heart ? 

Not iron, nor the might of force afield, 

Nor edge of sword, nor sheltering weight of shield. 
Nor all thy fame suiee aU thy praise began. 

Nor all the love and laud thou hast of man. 

Nor, though his noiseless hours with wool be shod. 
Shall God’s love beep thee from the wrath of God. 

O sen ofsamws, hast thea said at ftearc^ 

Haply, God loves thee, God shall take thy part, 

^Vho hath all these years endored thee, since thy birth 
From sorrow’s womb bade sin be bom on earth ? 

So long he hath cast bis bucUei over thee. 

Shall he not surely guard thee even from me? 

Yea, but if yet he give thee while 1 live 
Into mine bauds as be shall surely give, 

Ere death at last bnog darkness on thy face, 

Call then on him, call not on me for grace, 

Cast not away one prayer, one supphmt breath. 

On me that commune all Qus while with death. 

For I that was not and fliat was thy wife 
Desire not but one hoar of all thy life 
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■V^Tierein to triumph till that hour be past ; 

But this mine hour I look for is thy last’ 

So mused she till the fire in sea and sky 
Sank, and the northwest wind spake harsh on high, 
And like the sea’s heart waxed her heart that heard, 
Strong, dark, and bitter, till tlie keen wind’s word 
Seemed of her own soul spoken, and the breath 
All round her not of darkness, but of death. 
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THE LAST PILGRIMAGE, 

Enough of ease, O Love, enough of light, 

Enougn of rest before the shadow of night 
Strong Love, whom death finds feebler ; kingly Love, 
Whom time discrowns in season, seeing thy dove 
Spell-stricken by the serpent ; for thy sake 
These that saw light see night’s dami only break, 
Night’s cup filled up with slumber, whence men think 
The draught more dread than thine was dire to drink. 
O Love, thy day sets darkling ; hope and fear 
Fall firom thee standing stem as death stands here. 

For what have these to do with fear or hope 
On whom the gates of outer darkness ope, 

On whom the door of life’s desire is barred ? 

Past like a cloud, their days in Joyous Card 
Gleam like a cloud the westering sun stains red 
Till all the blood of day's blithe heart be bled 
And all night’s heart requickened ; in their eyes 
So flame and fade those far memorial skies. 

So shines the moorland, so revives the sea. 

Whereon they gazing mused of things to be 
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And wist not more of them than waters Vjiow 
\V hat wind with next day's change of Ude shall blow 
Dark roll the deepening days whose waves divide 
Unseasonabl}, with slom struck change of tide, 
Tnstram &om Iseult nor maj sorrow say 
If better wind shall Wow than yesterday 
With next day risen or any day to come. 

For ere the songs of summer’s death fell dumb, 

And autumn bade the imperial moorlands change 
Their purples, and the bracken’s bloom grow strange 
As hope s green blossom touched with time's harsh 
rust, 

Was all their jOy of life shaken to dust. 

And all its fire made ashes by the strand 
^Vhere late they strayed and communed hand from 
hand 

For the last tune fell separate eyes of eyes 
Took for the last tune leave, and saw the skies 
Dark with their deep division. The last tune— • 

The last that ever love’s rekindling rhyme 
Should keep for them life's days and nights in tune 
Wth refluence of the morning and the moon 
Alternative m music, and mske one 
The sefTcts of the stardawn and the sun 
For these twam souls ere darkness held them fast , 
The b.»t before the labour marked tor last 
And toll of utmost knighthood, till the wage 
Of test might crown hu crowiung pilgriirage 
Whereon forth faiing must he take farewell, 

With spear for stall and sword for scallop-shell 
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And scrip wherein close memory hoarded yet 
Things holier held than death might well forget j 
The last time ere the travel were begun 
Whose goal is unbeholden of the sun, 

The last wherewith love’s eyes might yet be lit, 
Came, and they could but dream they knew not it. 

For Tristram parting from her wist at heart 
How well she wist they might not choose but part, 
And he pass forth a pilgrim, when there came 
A sound of summons in the high king’s name 
For succour toward his vassal Triamour, 
icing in vald Wales, now spoiled of all his power. 
As Tristram’s father ere his fair son’s birth, 

By one the strongest of the sons of earth, 

Urgan, an iron bulk of giant mould ; 

And Iseult in Tintagel as of old 

Sat crowned with state and sorrow : for her lord 

At Arthur’s hand required her back restored, 

And willingly compelled against her will 
She yielded, saying within her own soul still 
Some season yet of soft or stormier breath 
Should haply give her life again or death: 

For now nor quick nor dead nor bright nor dark 
Were all her nights and days wherein King Mark 
Held haggard watch upon her, and his eyes 
Were cloudier than the gradual wintering skies 
That closed about the wan wild land and sea. 

And bitter toward him waxed her heart ; but he 
Was rent in twain betwixt harsh love and hate 
With pain and passion half compassionate 
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That yearned and laboured to he <luJt of shame, 

And could not and his life grew smouldering Same, 
And hers a cloud full-charged with storm and shower, 
Though touched with trembling gleams of fire’s bnght 
flower 

That flashed and fiid»d on its fitful vage, 

As hope would stnve with darkness and emerge 
And sink, a swimmer strangled by the swallowing 
surge. 

But Tnstraro by dense hdls and deepening vales 
Rode through the wild glad waates of glorious Wales, 
High hearted with desire of happy fight 
And strong in soul mlh memer sense of might 
Than smee the fair first years that hailed him k&ight s 
For all his will was toward the war, to long 
Had have repressed and wrought ha glory wrong. 

So far the tnumpH and so lair the praise 
Seemf-d now that kindled all his Apnl days. 

And here m bright blown antumn, whde his life 
Was summer’s yet for strength toward love or strife. 
Blithe waxed his hope toward battle, and high desire 
To pluck once more as out of circling fire 
Fame, the broad fiower whose breath makes death 
more sweet 

Than roses crushed by love’s recedmg feet 
But all the lovely land wheiem he went 
The blast of ruin and ravenous war had rent , 

And black with fire the fields where homesteads were, 
And foul with festenng dead the high soft air. 
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And 5oad ^TOl of vromcti Tttf.ay a j'.rcam 
Vdmnsc own Ivrt' song svas like love’s deepening dream, 
Spoke all against die sjw»ilcr : srherfforc stitl 
Wrath wooed svitli pity, quickening all his will, 

3n TrislTom’s heart for ever)' league he rotle 
Through the adnng land so brood a curse bestrode 
With so raprcir.e a shadow : til! one d-vm, 

Alwvc the green bloom of a gleaming lawn, 

High on the itrait steep windy bridge that spanned 
A glen’s deep mouth, he saw that shadow stand 
Visible, swoTvl on thigh and mace in Iwnd 
Vast as the mid bull; of a roof-tree’s beam. 

So, sheer above the wild rrolf-haunlcd Etrc,am, 

Dire as the face dbfc.atnrcd of a dream, 

Rose Urgan ; and his eyes were night and Hanic ; 

But lilcc the ficiy daivn were his th.at came 
Against him, lit with more suWime desire 
Tlian lifts toward heaven the leaping heart of fire : 
And strong in vantage of his perilous place 
Tlic liugc high presence, red as c.arth’s first race, 
Reared lilic a reed the might up of his mace, 

And smote : but lightly Tristram swcn'cd, and drove 
Right in on him, whose void stroke only clove 
Air, and fell wide, thundering athwart : and he 
Sent forth a stormier ay thin wind or sea 
Wlicn midnight takes the tempest for her lord ; 

And all the glen's throat seemed as hell's that roared ; 
But high like hcuivcn's liglit over hell shone Tristram's 
sword, 

K 
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FalliBg, and bnght as storm shows God's bare brand 
Flashed as jt shore sheer off the hnge right hand 
Whose strength was u the shadow of death cs all that 
land. 

And like the trunk of some gnm tree sawn through 
Reeled Urgan, as ha left land grasped and drew 
A steel hjr lorcerws tempered and anew 
Raged the red wind of fluauant fight, till all 
The cliffs were thrilled as bv the clangorous caD 
Of storm’s blown trumpets from the core of night, 
Chargmg and even as with the storm wands might 
On Tnstrsn's helm thatsword crashed andlbcknight 
Fell, and his arms dashed, and a wide oy brake 
From those fat off that heard it, for his sake 
Soul slnckeu and that bulk of taonsttous b Jth 
Sent fonh agua a cry moTe dire for mirth 
But ere the sunbnghl arms were toiled of earth 
They flashed again, tc risen and swift and loud 
Rang the strokes out as from a circling cloud, 

So dense the dust wrought orer them its dnfted 
shioud- 

Strong strokes, wiihm the mist their battle made. 
Each hafled on other through the shifting shade 
That dung about them bnrtlmg as the swifr fight 
swayed 

And each between the jomted corslet saw 

Break forth his foe a bright blood at each gnm flaw 

Steel made m hammered iron till again 

The fiend put forth bts might more strong for pain 

And deft the great knj^Vs glittering shield in twain. 
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Laughing for very wrath and thirst to lull, 

A. beast’s broad laugh of blind and wolfish will, 

And smote again ere Tristram's lips drew breath 
Panting, and swept as by the sense of death, 

That surely should have touched and sealed them fast 
Save that the sheer stroke shrilled aside, and passed 
Frustrate : but answering Tristram smote anew. 

And thrust the brute breast as with lightning through 
Clean with one cleaving stroke of perfect might : 

And violently the vast bulk leapt upright, 

And plunged over tlie bridge, and fell : and all 
The cliffs reverberate from his monstrous fall 
Rang : and the land by Tristram’s grace was free. 

So with fn'gfi Jaud and honour thence went he, 

And southward set his sail again, and passed 
The lone land's ending, first beheld and last 
Of eyes that look on England from the sea : 

And his heart mourned within him, knowing how %he 
Whose heart with his was fatefully made fast 
Sat now fast bound, as though some charm were cast 
About her, such a brief space eastward thence, 

And yet might soul not break the bonds of sense 
And bring her to him in very life and breath 
More than had this been even the sea of death 
That washed between them, and its wide sweet light 
The dim strait’s darkness of the narrowing night 
That shuts about men dying whose souls put forth 
To pierce its passage through : but south and north 
Alike for him were other than they were : 

For all the northward coast shone smooth and fair, 

K2 
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And off lls >fon cliTi the keen-edged atr 
B\ew turoTTieT, kvndhng 6wn hee mate bnght taouth > 
But ninler breathed out of the Bsormr.n'ig south, 
BTt'-re, pile with wrathful watch on pining ihips, 
The lone wife lay m wa»t with wan dumb lips. 

Yet, siibng where the ihorewird npp’e curled 
Of the most wild iwcet wants tn all the world, 

Hn soul took comfort ercn fo' joy to eee 
The strong deep joy of hnng sun and sea. 

The large deep lore of htnog set and land. 

At past the lonel) lioft-goarded strand 
Vfhere that huge warder lifts h»s couthaot »tie*» 
Asleep) abote the sleepless lapse of tides. 

The light sail swept, and past the unsemnded earea 
Unsearchable, wherein the pulse of wares 
Throbs through perpetual darkness to and fto. 

And the blind tugVit swims heartljr below 
MTiile heaviljr the strong noon broods abore, 

Eren to the very bay whercc very Love, 

Strong daughter of the grant gods who wrought 
Sun, earth, ard sea out of their p roereant thought, 
Mo't TOtetiy might have nsen, and racul divinn 
Beheld and heard things round her sound and shme 
From floors of foam and goM to walls of serpentine. 
For splendid as the limbs of that supreme 
Incarnate beauty through menS visiona gleam, 
WTiereof all fittest things aie even but shadow or 
dream, 

And lovely like as Love s own hcavenliest face. 
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Gleams there and glows the presence and the grace 

Even of the mother of all, in perfect pride of place. 

For otherwhere beneath our world-wide sky 

There may not be beheld of men that die 

Aught else like this that dies not, nor may stress 

Of ages that bow down men’s worlcs make less 

The exultant awe that clothes with power its loveliness. 

For who sets eye thereon soever knows 

How since these rocks and waves first rolled and rose 

The marvel of their many-coloured might 

Hath borne this record sensible to sight. 

The witness and the symbol of their own delight, 

The gospel graven of life's most heavenly law, 

Joy, brooding on its own still soul with awe, 

A sense of godlike rest in godlike strife, 

The sovereign conscience of the spirit of life. 

Nor otherwhere on strand or mountain tower 
Hath such fair beauty shining forth in flower 
Put on the imperial robe of such imperious power. 

For all the radiant rocks from depth to height 
Bum with vast bloom of glories blossom-bright 
As though the sun’s own hand had thrilled them 
through with light 

And stained them through with splendour : yet from 
thence 

Such awe strikes rapture through the spirit of sense 
From all the inaccessible sea-wall’s girth. 

That exultation, bright at heart as mirth, 

Bows deeper down before the beauty of earth 
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Than fear may bow down «er nor shall one 
^Vho meets at Alpine dawn the monntmg sna 
On heights too high for many » wing to climb 
Be touched with sense of aught seen more subhmc 
Than here smiles high and sweet in face of heaven 
and tune 

For here the flower of fire^ the soft hoar bloom 
Of spnngtide olive woods, the warm green gloom 
Of douded seas that swell and sound with dawn of 
doom, 

The keen thwart lightning and the wan grey light 
Of stormy sutmse aossed and vexed with night, 
Flash, loom, and laugh with divers hues in one 
From all the curved cbff’s face, till day be done, 
Against the sea's face and the gazing sum 
And whensoever a strong wave, high in hope, 

Sweeps up some smooth slant breadth of stone aslope. 
That glowed with duskier fire of hues less bright, 
Swift as It sweeps back springs to sudden sight 
The splendour of the mom roclfs fervent bght, 

F resh as ftom dew of birth when time was bom 
Out of the world conceiving womb of mom. 

AU Its quenched flames and darkling hues divine 
Leap into lustrous life and laugh and shine 
And darken mto swift and rfim decline 
F or one brief breath's ^ce till the nert wave run 
Fjght up, and npple down again, undone, 

And leave it to be kissed and kindled of the sun. 

And an these things, bnght as they shone before 
Man first set foot on earth or sad tom shore, 
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Rose not less radiant tlian the sun sees now 
When the autumn sea was cloven of Tnstram’s prow. 
And strong in sorrow and hope and woful will 
That hope might move not nor might sorrow Idll 
He held his way back tOTOrd the wild sad shore 
Whence he should come to look on these no more, 
Nor ever, save with sunless eyes shut fast, 

Sail home to sleep in home-born earth at last 
And all these things fled fleet as light or breath 
Past, and his heart waxed cold and dull as death, 

Or swelled but as the tides of sorrow swell, 

To sink with sullen sense of slow farewell 
So surely seemed the silence even to sigh 
Assurance of inveterate prophecy, 

‘Thou shalt not come again home hither ere thou die.’ 
And the wind mourned and triumphed, and the sea 
Wailed and took heart and trembled j nor might he 
Hear more of comfort in their speech, or see 
More certitude in all the waste world's range 
Than the only certitude of death and change. 

And as the sense and semblance fluctuated 
Of all things heard and seen alive or dead 
That smote far off upon his ears or eyes 
Or memory mixed rvith forecasts fain to rise 
And fancies faint as ghostliest prophecies, 

So seemed his own soul, changefully forlorn. 

To shrink and triumph and mount up and mourn. 

Yet all its fitful waters, clothed with night, 

Lost heart not wholly, lacked not wholly light, 

Seeing over life and death one star in sight 
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^NTjcre cvcringfs gates as Cm as morrung’s ope, 

Whose name was >nemoTy,bot whose flame was hope. 
For all the tides of thought that rose and sank 
Felt its fair strength wherefrom strong sorrow shrank 
A, tmghuer trust than time couhi change or cloy, 
More strong than sorrow, more secure than joy 
So came he, nor content nor all unblest. 

Back to the grey old land of hferhn's rest. 

But ere six paces forth on shorn he trod 
Before him stood a kmght with feet unshod. 

And kneeling called upon Jun, as on God 
Might sick men call for pi^, praying aloud 
IVith hands held up and head made bare and bowed, 
' Tnstram, for God a lose and tbme own deal ^e, 

1 Tnstram that am one with thee in name 
And One ta heart with all that praise thee— ‘I, 
hlost woful man of all that tsav not die 
For heartbreak and the heavier sccoirge of shame, 

By all thy glory done our woful name 
Beseech thee, called of all men gentlest kmght, 

Be now not slow to do my sorrows right 
I charge thee for thy iame's sale through this land, 

I pray thee by thine own wife’s Ciir while hand. 

Have pity ©f jot whose love la borne away 
By one that makes of poor men’s li> es his prey, 

A felon nusked with knighthood at his side 
-Sesca brethren hath he night or dav to nde 
Wth s^gn knights more that wait on all his wiH 
And here ere yet one day fulfil 

Its fligiit throughX?^* darkness, lihall they Cue 
^orth, and my bnd^““®°S them, whom they bear 
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ITirough these "wild lands his prisoner ; and if now 
I lose her, and my prayer be vain, and thou 
Less fain to serve love's servants than of yore, 

Then surely shall I see her face no more. 

But if thou wilt, for love’s sake of the bride 
Who lay most loved of women at thy side, 

Strike with me, straight then hence behoves us ride 
And rest between the moorside and the sea 
Where we may smite them passing : but for me 
Poor stranger, me not worthy scarce to touch 
Thy kind strong hand, how shouldst thou do so much ? 
For now lone left tliis long time waits thy mfe 
And lacks her lord and light of wedded life 
Whilst thou far off art famous : yet thy fame. 

If thou take pity on me tliat bear thy name 
Unworthily, but by that name implore 
Thy grace, how shall not even thy fame grow more ? 
But be thy will as God’s among us done. 

Who art far in fame above us as the sun : 

Yet only of him have all men help and grace.' 

And all the lordly light of Tristram’s face 
Was softened as the sun's in kindly spring. 

‘Nay, then may God send me as evil a thing 
When I give ear not to such prayers,' he said, 

‘ And make my place among the nameless dead 
When I put back one hour tire time to smite 
And do the unrighteous griefs of good men right 
Behold, I will not enter in nor rest 
Here in mine own halls till tliis piteous quest ^ 

Find end ere noon to-morrow : but do thou, 

\\'hose sister’s face I may not look on now, 
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Co, Ganhardme, inih tiding of the vow 
Thai bids me turn asidw for one day’s strife 
Or lire dishonoured all my days of life, 

And greet lor me in brother’s wbc my wife, 

And crave her pardon that for knighthood’s sake 
And womanhood s, whose bands may no man break 
And keep the bands of bounden honour fist, 

I seek, not her till two nights yet be past 
And this my quest accomplished, so God please 
By me to give this young man’s anguish ease 
And on his wrongdoer’s head his wrong requite.' 

And Tnstram with that woful thankiol knight 
Rode by the seaside moocUrd wastes away 
Between the quickening night and darkening day 
Ere half the gathering stats had heart to shine. 

And lightly toward his sister Ganhardme 
Sped, where she sat and gated alone a^ 

Above the grey sea for the sunset star, 

And lightly kissed her hand and lightly spake 
His tiding of that quest for knighthood s ake. 

And the white handed Iseult, bowing her head, 
Gleamed on him with a glance athwart, and said , 

'As God s on earth and (ar above the sun. 

So toward his handmaid be my lord s will done.’ 

And doubts too dim to question or divine 
Touched as with shade the spirit of Ganliardme, 
Hearing , and scarce for half a doubtful breath 
His bright light heart held half a thought of death 
And knew not whence this darkling thought might be, 
But surely not his sister’s work for she 
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Was ever sweet and good as summer air, 

And soft as dew when all the night is fair. 

And gracious as the golden maiden moon 
When darkness craves her blessing ; so full soon 
His mind was light again as leaping waves, 

Nor dreamed that hers was like a field of graves 
WTrere no man's foot dares swerve to left or right, 
Nor ear dares hearken, nor dares eye take sight 
Of aught that moves and murmurs there at night. 

• But by the sea-banks where at mom their foes 
Might find them, lay those knightly name-fellows. 
One sick with grief of heart and sleepless, one 
With heart of hope triumphant as the sun 
Dreaming asleep of love and fame and fight : 

But sleep at last wrapped warm the wan young knight ; 
And Tristram with the first pale windy light 
Woke ere tlie sun spake summons, and his ear 
Caught the sea’s call that fired his heart to hear, 

A noise of waking waters : for till dawn 

The sea was silent as a mountain lawn 

When the wind speaks not, and the pines are dumb, 

And summer takes her fill ere autumn come 

Of life more soft than slumber; but ere day 

Rose, and the first beam smote the bounding bay, 

Up sprang the strength of the dark East, and took 
With its wide wings the waters as they shook, 

And hurled them huddling on aheap, and cast 
The full sea shoreward with a great glad blast, 

Blown from the heart of morning : and wth joy 
Full-souled and perfect passion, as a boy 
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That leaps «p light to wrestle with the sea 
For pure heart's gladness and Urge ecstasy, 

Up sprang the might of rnstram , and his soul 
Yearned for delight wiihm him, and waxed whole 
As a young child's with raptore of the hour 
That brought his spmt and all the world to fiower, 
And all the bright blood m bis veins beat time 
To the wind’s danon and the water’s chune 
That called him and he followed it and stood 
On the sand s verge before the grey great flood 
Where the white hurtling heads of waves that met 
Rose unsaluted of the sunnse yeh 
And &om hu heartfs root outward shot the sweet 
Strong joy that thrilled him to the hands and feet, 
Filling his lunbs with pleasure and gUd might, 

And his soul drank the latneasurable debght 
That earth dnnks in with morning, and the free 
Limitless love that lifts the stimng sea 
When on her bare bnght bosom as a bride 
bhe takes the young sun, perfect in Jus pnde, 

Home to his pUce with passion and the heart 
Trembled for joy within the man whose ]?art 
Was here not least in living , and his nund 
Was rapt abroad beyond man’s meaner kind 
And pierced with love of all things and with mirth 
Moved to nuke cnewidi heaven andheavenhke earth 
And with the light live water So awhile 
He watched the dim sea with a deepening smile, 

And felt the sound and savour and swift flight 
Of jvaves that fled beneath the Uding night 
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And died before the darkness, like a song 
With harps between and trumpets blown along 
Through the loud air of some triumphant day, 
Sink through his spirit and purge all sense away 
Save of the glorious gladness of liis hour 
And all the world about to break in flower 
Before the sovereign laughter of the sun , 

And he, ere nigh* ivide work lay all undone. 
As earth from her bright body casts off night. 
Cast off his raiment for a rapturous fight 
And stood between the sea’s edge and the sea 


Naked, and godlike of his mould as he ^ 

mose swiftfoot’s sound shook all the towers of Troy. 
So clothed with might, so girt upon with joy, 

As, ere the knife had shorn to feed the fire 
His glorious hair before the unkindled pyre 
Whereon the half of his great heart was laid, 

Stood, in the light of his live limbs arrayed, 


Child of heroic earth and heavenly sea, 

The flower of all men : scarce less bright t an , 
If any of all men latter-bom might stand, 

Stood Tristram, silent, on the glimmering stran 


Not long : but with a cry of love that rang 
As from a trumpet golden-mouthed, he sprang, 
As toward a mother’s where his head might rest 
Her child rejoicing, toward the strong sea s reas 
That none may gird nor measure ; and his ear 
Sent forth a shout that bade his lips not part, 


But triumphed in him silent ; no man’s voice, 
No song, no sound of clarions that rejoice, 
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Can set Out gloiy forth nhich fills with fire 
The body and soul that hate thejr whole desire 
Silent, and freer than birds or dieaios ate free 
Take all then wiU of all the encountering sea. 

And toward the foam he bent and forward smote, 
Laughing, and launched hu body like a boat 
Fun to the sea breach, and gainst the tide 
Struck strongly forth with amorous arms made wide 
To take the bnght breast of the wave to his 
And on his bps the shaip sweet minute’s kiss 
Given of the wave’s bp for a breath’s space curled 
And pure as at the daydawti of the world. 

And round him all the bnght tough shuddeitng sea 
Kindled, as though (he world were eves as he, 

Heart stung with exultauon of desire 

And all the life that moved him seemed to aspire. 

As all the sea’s UTe toward the son and still 

Helight within him waxed with qmckening will 

htore smooth and strong and perfect as a flame 

That springs and spreads, till each gbd bmb became 

A note o! rapture in the tune of bfe, 

lave music mild and keen as sleep and strife 

Till the sweet change that bids the sense grow sure 

Of deeper depth and punty more pore 

Wrapped him and lapped bun round with clearer cold, 

And an the npplmg green grew royal gold 

Between him and the far sun's rising nia. 

And like the sun his heart rejoiced in him, 

And brightened with a broadening flame of mirth t 
And hardly seemed its life a part of earth, 
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But the life kindled of a fiery birth 
And passion of a new-begotten son 
Between tlie live sea and the living sun. 

And mightier grew the joy to meet full-faced 
Each wave, and mount with upward plunge, and taste 
The rapture of its rolling strength, and cross 
Its flickering crown of snows that flash and toss 
Like plumes in battle’s blithest cltarge, and thence 
To match the next with yet more strenuous sense ; 

Till on his eyes the light beat hard and bade 
His face turn west and shoreward through the glad 
Swift revel of the w'aters golden-clad. 

And back with light reluctant heart he bore 
Across the broad-backed rollers in to shore; 
Strong-spirited for tire chance and cheer of fight, 

And donned his arms again, and felt tire might 
In all his limbs rejoice for strength, and praised 
God for such life as that whereon he gazed, 

And wist not surely its joy was even as fleet 
As that which laughed and lapsed against his feet, 
The bright tliin grey foam-blossom, glad and hoar, 
That flings its flower along the flowerless shore 
On sand or shingle, and still with sweet strange snows, 
As where one great white storm-dishevelled rose 
May rain her wild leaves on a wundy land, 

Strews for long leagues the sounding slope of strand, 
And flower on flower falls flashing, and anew 
A fresh light leaps up whence the last flash flew, 

And casts its brief glad gleam of life away 
To fade not flowerwise but.as drops the day 
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Storm -smitten, filieD at on« Are devours 

Heaven and the sei and earth with all their flowers } 
No star m heaitn, oo earth no rose to see, "IP 

But the white blown bnef Ltosscms of the sea, 

That tnahc her green gloom stamer than the shy, 
Trance j et helote the tempestfs tone, and die. 

And all these things he glanced upon, and knew 
How feir they shone, from earth’s least flalte of dew 
To stretch of seas and imininecce of shies, 

Unwittiagiy, with unpresageful eyes, 

For the last time. The world’s half heavenly fact, 

The music of the silence of the place, 

The confluence and the refluenc? of the sea, 

The wind's note nngmg over wold and lea. 

Smote once mote through him keen as fire that smote, 
Rang once more through him one revetbeiate note, 
That faded as be turned again and west. 

Fulfilled by strenuous joy with strong content, 

To take his last delight of bbous done 
That yet should be beholden of the sun 
Or ever give man comfort offiis hand. 

Beside a wood's edge in the broken land 
An hour at wait the twain together stood. 

Till swift between the mooiside and the w ood 
flashed the spears forward of the coming train , 

And seeing beside tbe strong chief spoiler’s rein 
His wan love nding prisoner in the crew, 

Forth with a cry tbe young man leapt, and flew 
Ib^t on that feloxi si^den as & flasnt , 

And hard at hand tbe mightier Tnsiiam came. 
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Bright as the sun and terrible as fire ; 

And there had sword and spear their soul’s desire, 
And blood that quenched the spear’s thirst as it poured 
Slaked roj-ally the hunger of the sword, 

Till tlic fierce heart of steel could scarce fulfil 
Its greed and ravin of insatiate will. 

For three the fiery spear of Tristram drove 
Doum ere a point of theirs his harness clove 
Or its oma sheer mid shaft splintered in twain ; 

And his heart bounded in him, and was fain 
As fire or wind that takes its fill by night 
Of tempest and of triumph : so the knight 
Rejoieed and ranged among them, great of hand. 

Till seven lay slain upon the hcatliery’ sand 
Or in the dense breadth of the woodsidc fern. 

Nor did his heart not mightier in him bum 
Seeing at his hand that young knight fallen, and high 
The red sword reared again that bade him die. 

But on the slayer exulting like the flame 
\\Tiose foot foreshines the thunder Tristram came 
Raging, for piteous uTath had made him fire ; 

And as a lion’s look his face was dire 
That flashed against his foeman ere the sword 
Lightened, and -wrought the heart’s will of its lord, 
And clove through casque and crown the OTongdoeris 
head. 

And right and left about their dark chief dead 
Hurtled and hurled those felons to and fro, 

Till as a storm'-wind scatters leaves and snow 

L 
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His rjlH hand rxTemns scattered then , but one 
TTiat fled isrith sidelong glance athwart the sua 
and the shaft flew sure, and smote anght, 

Tull in the wound s pnnt of his great first fight 
tVhen at his young strennh's peril he uiade free 
Cornwall, and slew beside its bo'dencs sea 
The fair land’s foe, who yielding up ha breath 
Yet left him wounded nigh to dath slow death. 

And hardly with long to3 thence he won home 
Between the grey moor and the glunmenng foam, 
And halting fared through his own gate, and fell. 
Thirsting for as the sleepless fire of hell 
The fire wtihin him of hu wound again 
Burned, and hu face was dark as death for pun, 
And blind the blithe light of bis eyes but they 
^Vlthln that watched and wtst not of the fray 
Came forth and ened aload on him for woe 
And scarce aloud his thanks fell Cunt and slow 
As men reared up the strong man fallen and bore 
I)0WT} the deep hall that looked along the shore, 
And laid him soft abed, and sought in vain 
tf h«b os hand of Irech might heal his jam. 

And the white-handed Isenlt hearkening heard 
All, and drew nigh, and spake no wifdy word, 

But fazed upon him doubtfully, with 

Clouded , and he in iaodly knightly wise 

Spake With scant breath, and sauiing ‘Surely this 

Is penance for discouiteons lips to 

And f'sl th"* brand burn thiou^ them, here to he 

And Uck the strength here to do more than sigh 



THE LAST PILGRIMAGE. 


147 


And hope not hence for perdon.’ Then she bowed 
Her head, still silent as a stooping cloud, 

And laid her lips against his face ; and he 
Felt sink a shadow across liim as the sea 
Jlight feel a cloud stoop toward it : and his heart 
Darkened as one that wastes by sorcerous art 
And knows not whence it withers ; and he turned 
Back from her emerald eyes his own, and yearned 
All night for eyes all golden : and the dark 
Hung sleepless round him till the loud first lark 
Rang record forth once more of darkness done, 

And all things bom took comfort from the sun. 
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IX. 

THE SAILING OF THE SWAN. 

Fate, that was bom ere spirit and flesh were made, 
The fire that fills man’s life with light and shade ; 

The power beyond all godhead which puts on 
All forms of multitudinous unison, 

A raiment’ of eternal change inwrought 
With shapes and hues mote subtly spun than thought, 
Where all things old bear frait of all things new 
And one deep chord throbs all the music through, 
The chord of change unchanging, shadow and light 
Inseparable as reverberate day from night ; 

Fate, that of all things save the soul of man 
Is lord and God since body and soul began ; 

Fate, that keeps all the tune of things in chime j 
Fate, that breathes power upon the lips of time ; 

That smites and soothes with heavy and healing hand 
All joys and sorrows bom in life's dim land. 

Till joy be found a shadow and sorrow a breath 
And life no discord in the tune wth death, 

But all things fain alike to die and live 
In pulse and lapse of tides alternative. 
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Through Silence and Ihrougli sound of peace tad slnfe, 
Till both and death be one in sight of We, 
rate, heard and seen of no inan's eyes ot ears, 

To no nun shonn through light of imdes or tears, 
And moved of no mao's ptajw to fold ns wirgs , 
Tate, that is night and light on worldly things , 

Fate, that u Cre to bum and sea to drown. 

Strength to build up and thunder to cast down , 

Tate, shield and screen for each man's lifelong head, 
And sword at last or dart that stiihcs it dead « 

Tate, higher than heaven and deeper than the grave. 
That saves and spares not, spom “d doth not save , 
Fate, that m gods* ime is cot bought and sold 
Tor pra)er or price of peni'ence or geld , 

^\’hose law shall We when life bids eanh farewell 
Whose jamce hath for shadows heaven and hell, 
Whose judgment into no god's hand is giverv 
hot u Its doom not mote than hell or heaven 
Fate, that ts pure of love and clean of hate, 

Being equal-eyed as QOUgVl nay be but fate , 
Through many and weary days of foDed desire 
leads We to rest where tears no more talc fire , 
Through many and weary dreams of quenched del ght 
Leads life throu^ death past sense of day and night 
Nor Shan they feel or fear, whose date ts dons. 
Aught that made once more darh the living sun 
And biUetet in their bicatbing Ups the breath 
Than the dart dawn and bitter dust of death, 
hot all the Ught, with fr^rance as of flowers. 

That clothes the lithe live limbs of separate boms, 
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More sweet to savour and more dear to sight 
Dawns on tire soul deatlr’s undivided night 
No vigils has that perfect niglit to keep, 

No fever-fits of vision shake tlrat sleep. 

Nor if they wake, and any place there be 
Wherein the soul may feel her wings beat free 
Through air too clear and still for sound or strife j 
If life were haply death, and deatli be life j 
If love witlr yet some lovelier laugh revive, 

And song relume the light it bore alive. 

And friendship, found of all earth's gifts most good. 
Stand perfect in perpetual brotherhood ; 

If aught indeed at all of all tlris be, 

Though none might say nor any man might see, 
Might he that sees the shade thereof not say 
This dream w'cre trustier than the truth of day. 

Nor haply may not hope, with heart more clear, 
Bum deathward, and the doubtful soul take cheer, 
Seeing through the channelled darkness yearn a star 
"Whose eyebeams arc not as the morning’s are. 
Transient, and subjugate of lordlier light, 

But all unconquerable by noon or night. 

Being kindled only of life’s own inmost fire, 

Truth, stablished and made sure by strong desir^ 
Foimtain of all tilings living, source and seed, 

Force that perforce transfigures dream to deed, 

God that begets on time, tlie body of death, 

Eternity : nor may man's darkening breath, 

Albeit it stain, disfigure or destroy 

The glass wherein the soul sees life and joy 
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Only, with strength reseved arid spjttof jo-ith, 

And bnshter than the san’s the body of Truth 
Eternal, imunaguiable of nun, 

^\^5(Ke very tee not Thought’s own eyes may scan. 
But see £ir off his radiant feel at least, 

Trampling the head of Fear, the tlse high pnest, 
Wliose broken ebalice foams with blood no taore, 

And prostrate on that high pnest’s chancel floor. 
Bruised, overthrown, blind, maimed, with bloodless rod, 
The mucreatioa of his mucrcant God. 

That sovereign shadow cast of souls that dwell 
In darkness and the pnsoo-bouse of hell 
Whose walla are built of deadly dread, and bound 
*nie gates thereof with dreams as iron round. 

And aU the ban therem and stanchions wrongbt 
Of shadow forged like steel and tempered thought 
And words like swords and thunder clouded creeds 
And oiths more due sin's most direful deeds 
That shade accursed and worshipped, whidi hath made 
The soul of man that brought it forth a shade 
Black as the womb of darknesv void and vain, 

A throne for fear, a pasturage for pain. 

Impotent, abject, dothed upon with Ues, 

A foul blind fume of words and prayos that nse, 
Aghast and har<h, abhorrent and abhorred. 

Fierce as its God, blood sahaale as its Lord, 

With loses and mercies on its lips that hiss 
Comfort, and kill compassion wi Jj a k»s. 

And strike the world black with their blasting breath , 
That ghost aho*e core of life is very death 
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And all its light of heaven a shadow of hell, 

Fades, falls, wanes, mthers by none other spell 
But theirs whose eyes and ears have seen and heard 
Not the face naked, not the perfect word, 

But tlie bright sound and feature felt from far 
Of life which feeds the spirit and the star. 

Thrills the live light of all the suns that roll. 

And stirs the still sealed springs of every soul. 

Three dim days through, three slumberless nights 
long, 

Perplexed at dawn, oppressed at evensong, 

The strong man’s soul now sealed indeed with pain. 
And all its springs half dried with drought, had lain 
Prisoner within the fleshly dungeon-dress 
Sore chafed and wasted with its we.ariness. 

And fain it would have found the star, and fain 
Made this funereal prison-house of pain 
A watch-tower whence its eyes might sweep, and see 
If any place for any hope might be 
Beyond the hells and heavens of sleep and strife. 

Or any light at aU of any life 

Beyond the dense false darkness woven above. 

And could not, lacking grace to look on love. 

And in the third night’s dying hour he spake. 

Seeing scarce the seals that bound the dayspring 
break 

And scarce the daystar bum above the sea : 

*0 Ganhardine, my brother true to me, 

I charge thee by those nights and days we knew 
No great while since in England, by the dew 
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That bathed those nights with blessing, and the fire 
That thrilled those dajs as music thrills a Ijre, 

Do DOW for me perchance the last good deed 
That ever love may ctate or life may need 
Ere lo\ e lay life m ashes tahe to thee 
My ship that shows aloft against the sea 
Caned on bet stem the semblaace of a &wan> 

And ere the waves at even again wax wan 
Pass, if it may be, to my lady’s land, 

And give this nog mto her secret hand, 

And bid her ihinh bow hard on death I lie, 

And fain would look Qpon her face and die> 

But as a merchant’s laden be the balk 
With toj'Ul ware for ftaughtage, that King MaA 
Klay take for toll thereof some costly thing , 

And when this gift finds grace before the king. 
Choose forth a cup, and put therein my nng 
l\here surehest only of one it may be seen, 

And bid her handmaid bear it to the queen 
Pol earnest of thine homage then shall she 
pear, and take counsel pnvQy with thee, 

To know what errand there u thine bom me 
And what my need tn secret of her Sight. 

But make thee two sails, one Uke sea foam white 
To spread lot signal if thou bnngber baclt. 

And if she come not see the sad be black. 

That I may Know or ever thoa take land 
If these my lips may die upon her hand 
Or hew may never more be mixed with mint’ 
And his heart quailed for gnef in Ganhardmc, 
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Hearing ; and all liis brother bade he swore 
Siu-ely to do, and straight fare forth from shore. 

But the wliite-handed Iseult hearkening heard 
All, and her heart waxed hot, and every word 
Thereon seemed graven and printed in her thought 
As lines widi fire and molten iron wrought. 

And hard within her heavy heart she cursed 
Both, and her life was turned to fiery thirst, 

And all her soul was hunger, and its breath 
Of hope and life a blast of raging death. 

Bor only in hope of evil w'as her life. 

So bitter burned within the unchilded wife 
A virgin lust for vengeance, and such hate 
Wrought in her now the fervent work of fate. 

Then with a south-west wind the Swan set forth, 
And over wintering waters bore to north. 

And round the wild land's windy westward end 
Up the blown channel bade her bright way bend 
East on toward high Tintagel : where at dark 
Landing, fair welcome found they of King Mark, 
And Ganhardine with Brangwain as of old 
Spake, and she took the cup of chiselled gold 
Wherein lay secret Tristram’s trothplight ring, 

And bare it unbeholden of the king 

Even to her lady’s hand, which hardly took 

A gift whereon a queen’s eyes well might look, 

With grace forlorn of weary gentleness. 

But, seeing, her life leapt in her, keen to guess 
The secret of the symbol : and her face 
Flashed bright mth blood whence all its grief- worn 
grace 
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Took fire and kindled to the quivering hair 
And u tbe dark soft bout of stamest air 
Thrilled through with sense of midnight, when the 
world 

Feels the wide wings of sleep about it furled, 

Down stole the queen, deep-touffled to her wan 
Mute restless lip^ and came where yet the Swan 
Swung fast at anchor whence by starhght she 
Hoised snowbnght sails, and took the ghmmenng sea. 
But all the long night long more keen and sore 
His wound s gnef waxed in Tnstram es ermore. 

And heavier always hung his heart asway 
Between dim fear and clouded hope of day 
And still with Cice and heart at sHent strife 
Beside him watched tbe maiden called bis wife, 
Baheot, and spake not save when scarce be spiike, 
Murmuncg with sense distraught and spirit awake 
Speech bitterer than the words thereof were sweet 
And hatred thrilled her to the hands and feeh 
Listening for alway back leileiate came 
The passionate faint burden of her name. 

Nor ever through the labouring lips astir 

Came any word of any thought of her 

But the soul wandering strolled and dung hard 

Only to dreams of joy in Joyous Card 

Or Wildwood nights beside the Cornish strand, 

Or Merlin’s hober sleep here hard at hand 
Wrapped round with deep soft spdls in dun 
Broceliande. 

And with such thirst as joy^ drained wine-cnp leaves 
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When fear to hope as hope to memory cleaves 
His soul desired the dewy sense of leaves, 

The soft green smell of thickets drenched with dawn. 
The faint slot kindling on the fiery lawn 
As day’s first hour made keen the spirit again 
That lured and spurred on quest his hound Hodain, 
The breeze, the bloom, the splendour and the sound, 
That stung like fire the hunter and the hound, 

The pulse of wind, the passion of the sea. 

The rapture of the woodland : then would he 
Sigh, and as one that fain would all be dead 
Heavily turn his heavy-laden head 
Back, and close eyes for comfort, finding none. 

And fain he would have died or seen the sun. 

Being sick at heart of darkness : yet afresh 
Began the long strong strife of spirit and flesh 
And branching pangs of thought whose branches 
bear 

The bloodred fruit whose core is black, despair. 

And the ^Yind slackened and again grew great, 
Palpitant as men’s pulses palpitate 
Between the flowing and ebbing tides of fate 
That wash their lifelong waifs of weal and woe 
Through night and light and twilight to and fro. 

Now as a pulse of hope its heartbeat throbbed, 

Now like one stricken shrank and sank and sobbed, 
Then, yearning as with child of death, put forth 
A wail that filled the night up south and north 
With woful sound of waters : and he said, 

‘ So might the wind wail if the world were dead 
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And Its tnngs wandered mer nought but sea- 
I would I knew she would not cotae to me, 

For surely she will come not then should I, 

Once knowing I shall not look upon her, die. 

1 knew not We could so long breathe such breath 
As 1 do Nay, what gnef were this, if death, ‘ 
The sole sure fnend of whom the whole world saith 
He lies not, nor hath ever this been said. 

That death would heal not gnef— if death were dead 
And all ways dosed whence gnef might pass with hfel 
Then softly spake his watching virgm wife 
Out of her heart, deep down bdow her breath 
‘Feat not but death shall coae—and after death 
Judgment* And he that heard not answered her, 
Saymg— * Ah, but one there was, if troth not eff, 

For true men’s trustfol tongues hare said it— one 
IVhom these mine e>e3fcnewli\ing wlule the sna 
Looked yet upon him, and rome own cars heard 
The deep sweet sound once of his godlike word— 
NYho sleeps and dies no^ but with soft lire breath 
*rakes always all the deep delight of death, 

Through lore s gift of a woman but for me 
Love’s hand is not the hand of Nunue, 

Love’s word no still smooth m unnur of the dove, 

No loss of peace for me the kiss of love. 

Nor, whatsoe er thy hft^s love ever give, 

Dear, shall it ever bid me s’cep or live , 

Nor from thy brows, and lija and living breast 
As his from Nimu^s shall my soul take rest , 
Hottest but unrest hath our long love given— 
Unrest on earth that wins not test in heaverv 
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Wliat rest may we take ever? what have we 
Had ever more of peace than has the sea ? 

Has not our life been as a wind that blows 
Through lonelier lands than rear the wild white rose 
That each year sees requickened, but for us 
Time once and twice hath here or there done thus 
And left the next year following empty and bare? 
What rose hath our last year’s rose left for heir, 

What wine our last year’s vintage ? and to me 
More were one fleet forbidden sense of thee, 

One perfume of thy present grace, one thought 
Made truth one hour, ere all mine hours be nought, 
One verj' word, breath, look, sign, touch of hand, 
Than all tlie green leaves in Broceliande 
Full of sweet sound, full of sweet wind and sun ; 

0 God, thou knowest I would no more but one, 

1 would no more but once more ere I die 
Find thus much mercy. Nay, but then were I 
Happier than he whom there thy grace hath found, 
For thine it must be, this that wraps him round, 
Thine only, albeit a fiend’s force gave him birth, 
Thine that has given him heritage on earth 

Of slumber-sweet eternity to keep 
Fast in soft hold of everliving sleep. 

Happier were I, more sinful man, than he. 

Whom one love-worthier then than Nimue 
Should with a breath make blest among tlie dead.’ 

And the wan wedded maiden answering said. 

Soft as hate speaks within itself apart : 

Surely ye shall not, ye that rent mine heart. 
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Wth Io\e for lamp to Itght tss out of life.' 

And on that word his vedded muden wife, 

Pale as the moon in star forsaken skies 
Ere the sun fiU them, rose with set strange ejes 
And gazed on him that saw not and her heart 
Heaved as a man's death soutten with a dart 
That smites hua sleeping, warm and fiili of life 
So toward her lord that was not looked bts wife, 

His wife that was not and her heart within 

Burnt b ttet like an aftertaste of sm 

To one whose memoty dnnks and loathes the lfi« 

Of shame or sorrow deeper than the sea 
And no fear touched him of her e) es above 
And ear that hoarded each poor word whence low 
Made sweet the broken music of his breath. 

* Iseult, my life that wast and art ay death, 

My life in life that hast been, and that art 
Death in my death, sole wound that cleas es mine heart, 
hline heart that else, bow spent soe’er, were whole. 
Breath of my spirit and anguish of my soul. 

How can this be Out hence thou canst not hear, 
Bcingbut by spaa divided? One is here, 

But one of twain I looked at once to see , 

Shall death keep tune and dwu not Veep with me’’ 

And the white tnamed maiden laughed at heart. 
Hearing, and scarce with lips at all apart 
Spate, and as fire between tliem was her breath , 

Yea, now thou best rot jea, fe I am death.’ 

By this might eyes that watched without behold 
Deep m the gulCj of adui^ wi acold 
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The roses of the dawning heaven that strew 
The low soft sun’s way ere his power shine through 
And bum them up with fire : but far to west 
Had sunb the dead moon on the live sea’s breast, 
Slain as with bitter fear to see the sun : 

And eastward was a strong bright wind begun 
Behveen the clouds and waters : and he said, 

Seeing hardly through dark dawn her doubtful head, 

‘ Iseult ? ’ and like a death-bell faint and clear 
The virgin voice rang answer — ‘ I am here.’ 

And his heart sprang, and sank again : and she 
Spake, saying, ‘ What would my knightly lord with me ? ' 
And Tristram : ‘ Hath ray lady watched all night 
Beside me, and I knew not? God requite 
Her love for comfort shown a man nigh dead.’ 

‘Yea, God shall surely guerdon it,’ she said, 

* Who hath kept me all my days through to this hour.' 

And Tristram : ‘ God alone hath grace and power 
To pay such grace toward one unworthier shown 
Than ever durst, save only of God alone, 

Crave pardon yet and comfort, as I would 
Crave now for charity if my heart were good. 

But as a coward’s it fails me, even for shame.’ 

Then seemed her face a pale funereal flame 
That bums down slow by midnight, as she said : 

‘ Speak, and albeit thy bidding spake me dead, 

God’s love renounce me if it w^ere not done.’ 

And Tristram ; ‘ WTien the sea-line takes the sun 
That now should be not far off sight from far, 

Look if there come not with the morning star 


M 2 
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My sbip bound hitbcr ftoin tbe norttiwaid back. 

And iT tbe sad be xtbiie tbeteof ot blacf 
And knowing the soothfast sense of hi3 desire 
So sore the heart within het raged bkc fire 
She could not wnng forth of her bps & word, 

But bowing made »gn how humbly had she heard. 
And the sign gn en mde h^t h\s h*wt , and she 
Set her fate hard igainst the yearning sea 
Now all athirst with trembling trust oChope 
To see the sudden gates of sunrise ope , 

But ihusher yeamed the heart whose fiery gate 
1^7 wide chat tcogeance might come m to hate 
And Tn itraro by at thankful test, and thooghc 
Now surely life nor death could gneve him aught, 
Since past waa now life's aogui»b as a breath, 

And surely past the Inttcmess of death 
Fot seeing he had found at these her hands this grace. 
It could not be but yvt some breathing space 
Might leave hufl life to look again on Jove's own bee. 
‘Since if for death's sake,' in his heart he said, 

' i,> en she take pi^ upon roe quick or dead. 

How shall not even hom God’s hand be comp3SSi«i 
shed? 

For night bears dawn, how weak soe'er and wan, 

And sweet ere death, men fable, sings th»* swan, 
bo seems the Swan my signal from the sea 
To sound a song that sweetens death to me 
Clasped round about wiGi radiance from above 
Of dawn, and closet clasped on earth by love. 
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Shall all things brighten, and this my sign be dark ? ’ 
And high from heaven suddenly rang the lark, 
Triumphant j and the far first refluent ray 
Filled all the hollow darkness full with day. 

And on the deep sk)'’s verge a fluctuant light 
Gleamed, grew, shone, strengthened into perfect sight. 
As bowed and dipped and rose again tire sail’s clear 
white. 

And swift and steadfast as a sea-mew’s rving 
It neared before the wind, as fain to bring 
Comfort, and shorten yet its narrowing track. 

And she that saw looked hardly toward him back. 
Saying, ‘ Ay, the ship comes surely ; but her sail is 
black’ 

And fain he would have sprung upright, and seen. 
And spoken : but strong death struck sheer between, 
And darkness closed as iron round his head : 

And smitten through tire heart lay Tristram dead. 

And scarce the word had flown abroad, and waU 
Risen, ere to shoreward came the snowbright sail, 

And lightly forth leapt Ganhardine on land. 

And led from ship with swift and reverent hand 
Iseult ; and round them up from all the crowd 
Broke the great wail for Tristram out aloud. 

And ere her ear might hear her heart had heard, 

Nor sought she sign for witness of the word ; 

But came and stood above him newly' dead. 

And felt his death upon her : and her head 
Bowed, as to reach the spring that slakes all drouth ; 
And their four lips became one silent mouth. 
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So tamt \\>t« >i»« tia iia\ va UCt 
Tnstrain and IscuU so Crom love and stnfe 
The stroke of love's own hind felt last and best 
Gave them deliverance to pnpetuil test 
So, crownless of the wreaths that life had wound, 
They slept, with flower of tenderer comfort crooned * 
From bondage and the f<.3t of time set free, 

And all the >oV« of space on earth and sea 
Cast ar a curb for «v cr nor imght non 
Fear and desire bid soar thetr souls or bow, 

Lift up their hearts or break them doubt not gnef 
More now might move them, dread nor disbdief 
Touch them with shadowy rold or fiery sling, 

Not sleepless langnot ^*h tts weary wirig, 

Nor harsh estrangement, bom of time's vain breath, 
Not change, a darkness deeper far than death. 

And round the sleep that fell around thero then 
Earth bes not wrapped, nor records wrought of men 
Rise up Iot timeless token but their sleep 
Hath round it tike a nunent all ine detp , 

No change or gleam or gloom of sun and ram, 

But all tune long the might of all the mam 
Spread round them as round earth soft heaven is 
spreid. 

And peace mote strong than death round all the dead. 
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I For death is of an hour, and after death 

^ Peace : nor for aught that fear or fancy saitli, 

Nor even for very love’s own sake, shall strife 
Perplex again that perfect peace with life. 

And if, as men that mourn may deem or dream. 

Rest haply here than there might sweeter seem. 

And sleep, that lays one hand on all, more good 
By some sweet grave’s grace given of wold or wood 
Or clear high glen or sunbright wind-wom do^vn 
Than where life thunders through the trampling to\vn 
With daylong feet and nightlong overhead. 

What grave may cast such grace round any dead, 
What so sublime sweet sepulchre may be 
For all that life leaves mortal, as the sea? 

And these, rapt forth perforce from earthly ground. 
These twain the deep sea guards, and girdles round 
Their sleep more deep than any sea’s gulf lies, 

Though changeless with the change in shifting skies, 

Nor mutable with seasons : for the grave 

That held them once, being weaker than a wave. 

The waves long since have buried : though their tomb 
Was royal that by ruth’s relenting doom 
Men gave them in Tintagel : for the word 
Took wing which thrilled all piteous hearts that heard 
The word wherethrough their lifelong lot stood shown. 
And when the long sealed springs of fate were known, 
The blind bright innocence of lips that quaffed 
Love, and the marvel of the mastering draught, 
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And aU the fnwghttge of tl»e fateful bark, 

Ixud Uke ft child npon them wept Kag Mark, 

Seeujg round the sword'a bdt which long since haa 
fought 

For Cornwalls love a scroll of wntuig wrou^t, 

A scripture wnt of Tristram’s hand, ffhetem 
lay bare the smless source of Ml thttt sin, 

No choice of will, but diance and sorcerous art, 

\Vith prayer of him for {>ardoa and his heart 
Was molten m him, waiUng as he kis&ed 
Each with the kiss of kinship^-* Had I wist, 

\ehad never sinned nor died thus, aorhadi 
Borne in this doom that bade yon sin and die 
So sore a part of sorrow’ And the king 
Built for their tomb a. chapel bright like spring 
Wth flower soft wealth ofbranchmg tracery made 
fair as the frondage each fleet year sees lade. 

That should not fall till many a year were done. 

There slept they wedded under moon and sun 
And change ot stars and through the casctnerits came 
fllidnight and noon girt round with shadow and flame 
To iSivime dien grave or veil it tSl at last 
On th«e things too was doom as darkness cast 
For the strong sea hath swallowed wall and tower. 
And where theit limbs were bud in woful hour 
For many a fathom glearos and moves and moans 
The udt lhat sweeps above dieir coffined bones 
In the wrecked chancd by the shivered shrini* 

Nor where they sleep shall moon or sunlight shine 
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Nor man look dovm for ever : none shall say, 
Here once, or here, Tristram and Iseult lay : 

But peace tliey have that none may gain who live, 
And rest about them that no love can give, 

And over them, while death and life shall be. 

The light and sound and darkness of the sea 
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Ere from under earth again like fire tire violet 
kindle, 

Ere the holy buds and hoar on olive-branches 
bloom, 

Ere the crescent of the last pale month of winter 
dwindle. 

Shrink, and fall as falls a dead leaf on the dead 
month’s tomb, 

Round the hills whose heights the firsl-bom olive- 
blossom brightened, 

Round the city brow-bound once Avith violets like 
a bride. 

Up from under earth again a light that long since 
lightened 

Breaks, whence all the world took comfort as all 
time takes pride. 

Pride have all men in their fathers that were free 
before them, 

In the warriors that begat us free-bom pride have 
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But the (atheis of then sjnnts, how ouy men adore 
them, 

Wth what rapture nuj we praise, who bade our 
souls be tree? 

Sons of Athens bom m spmt and tmtb are aQ bom 
free men , 

Most of all, we, auitured where the north wind 
holds his reign 

ChUdien all we sea folk of the Salammun seamen, 

Sons of them that beat back Pciaia they that heat 
back Spm 

Since the songs of Greece fell sfleat, nose like oun 
have ruen , 

Since the sails of Greece fell slack, no shios hi>e 
sailed like ^irs , 

How should we lament not, if her spmt sit a prison? 

How should we tqoice nok if her wreaths renew 
theu flowers? 

j- All the world is sweeter, if the Athenian violet 

I Quicken 

* AH the world is bngbter, if the Athenian sun 
return 

All things foul oo earth wax Cunter, by that sun’s 
light stneken 

All ill growths are withered, where those fi^gtant 
flower hghts bum. 

AH the wandenng waves of seas with all their wamng 
waten 

Roll the record on for ever of the sea fi^t there, 
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When the capes were battle’s lists, and all the straits 
were slaughter’s, 

And the rajuiad Medes as foam-flakes on the 
scattering air. 

Ours the lightning was that cleared the north and lit 
the nations. 

But the light that gave the whole world light of old 
was she ; 

Ours an age or twain, but hers are endless genera- 
tions : 

All the world is hers at heart, and most of all are 
we. 


Ye that bear the name about you of her glory, [Ant. i. 
Men that wear the sign of Greeks upon you 
sealed. 

Yours is yet the choice to mite yourselves in story 
Sons of them that fought the Marathonian field. 

I Slaves of no man were ye, said your warrior poet. 
Neither subject unto man as underlings : 

Yours is now the season here wherein to show it. 

If the seed ye be of them that knew not kings. 

If ye be not, swords nor words alike found brittle 
From the dust of death to raise you shall prevail ; 
Subject swords and dead men’s words may stead you 
little, 

If their old king-hating heart within you fail. 

If your spirit of old, and not your bonds, be broken. 
If the kingless heart be molten in your breasts. 
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Bt what signs and wond«^ by what word or tohen. 
Shall je drive the vnltures from jom eagles’ nests? 
All the gams of tyrants Freedom counts for losses , 
Nought of all the work done holds she worth th^ 
work, 

\VheQ the slaves whose laith u set on croims and 
crosses 

Dnvft the Cossack bear against the tiger Turk. 
Neither cross nor crown nor crescent shall ye bow to, 
Nought of Arahy nor Jewry, pnest nor king 
As your watchword was of o’d, so be it now too 
As from lips long soiled, from jwuts let healing 
spring. 

Through the fights of old, your battle-cry was healingi 
And the Saviour that ye called on was the Sun 
Dawn by dawn behold in heaven your God, revealing 
Light from darkness as when hlarathon was woo. 
Gods were yours yet strange to Turk or Galilean, 
Light and MTsdom only then as gods adored 
Pallas was your shield, your comforter was Paan, 
From your bnght world s navel spake tha bun your 
Lord. 


Though the names l>e lost, and changed the s.gns 

of Light and Wi,dombe, [EJ f 

By these only shall men conquer, by these only be set 

When the whole wotlda eye was Athens, these were 
yours, and theirs were ye. 
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Light TOS given you of your wisdom, light ye gave the 
world again : 

As the sun whose godhead lightened on her sotil was 
Hellas then : 

Yea, the least of all her children as the chosen of 
other men. 

Change your hearts not with your garments, nor your 
faith with creeds that change : 

Tmth was yours, the truth which time and chance 


transform not nor estrange; 

Purer truth nor higher abides not in the reach of 
tune’s whole ranges 

Gods are they in all men’s memories and for all time’s 
periods, 

'They that hinied the host back seaward which haci 
scourged the sea with rods: 

Gods for us are all your fathers, even the least of 
fiese as gods. 

In the dark of days the thought of them is with u§, 
strong to ssxe. 

Tnej that had no lord, and made the Great King 
lesser than a slave : 

Tcey mat xbded ah Asia back on Asm, broken like a 
wave. 


No man’s men vure they, no master’s and no God's 
these their own: 

GoaiattloTcdinwain nor served amiss, nor all yet 
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Kins by ling came up against them, sire and son, 
and turned to flee 

Host on host roared wesward, mightier each than 
each, if more might be 

Field to field made answer, clamorous like as ware to 
wave at sea. 

Strife to strife responded, loud as rocks to clango 
rocks respond 

Whm tht dttp mg5 wrcd. to toiotn ItU ■» 
pest’s thrall and bond, 

Till when wax's bnght work was perfect peace as 
radiant rose beyond 

Peace made bnght with fruit of battle, stronger made 
for storm gone down, 

>Vith the flower of song held heavenward for the 
violet of her crown 

Woven about the fragrant forehead of the fostresi 
maiden’s town. 

Gods arose ahve on earth firom under stroke ofhuman 
bands 

As the hands that wrought them, these are dead, an 
mined with time’s dead sands 
But the godhead of supernal song, though these no^ 
stand not, stands 

Pallas IS not, Fhcebus breathes no more in breathing 
brass or gold 

Cl)tamnestra towers, Cassandra wails, for ever 
Time is bold, 

But nor heart nor hand hath he to unwnte the scrip- 
tures wnt of old. 
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Dead the great chryselephantine God, as dew last 
evenmg shed : 

Dustpf earth or foam of ocean is the symbol of his 
head : 

Earth and ocean shall be shadows when Prometheus 
shall be dead. 

Fame around her warriors living rang through Greece 
and lightened, {Str. 2. 

Moving equal with tlieir stature, stately with their 
strength : 

Thebes and Lacedccmon at their breathing presence 
brightened. 

Sense or sound of them filled all the live land’s 
breadth and length. 

All the lesser tribes put on the pure Athenian fashion, 

One Hellenic heart was from the mountains to the 
sea: 

Sparta’s bitter self grew sweet with high half-human 
passion, 

And her dry thorns flushed aflower in strait Ther- 
mopylse. 

Fruitless yet the flowers had fallen, and all the deeds 
died fruitless, 

Save that tongues of after men, the cluldren of her 

' peace. 

Took the tale up of her glories, transient else and 
rootless, 

And in ears and hearts of all men left the praise of 
Greece. 

H 
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Fait the irar brne was when still, as beacon answenflg 
beacon. 

Sea to load flashed fight, and thundered note of 
wrath or cheer , 

But the strength of noondaf night hath ■power to 
waste and weaken, 

Nor may light be passed froo hand to hand of 
year to year 

If the dying deed be saved not, ere it die for eret, 

By the hands and bps of men more wise than years 
are strong , 

If the soul of mm take heed not that the deedd^ 
never, 

Clothed about with purple and gold of story, 
crowned with song. 

StiU the bunnng heart of boy and man abhc «joiees, 

Hearing words which made it seem of old for all 
who sang 

That their heaven of heavens waxed happier when 
from free men's voices 

U'di btlned Ifanrvifitu and Antfo^iort tang 

Never fell such fragrance from the flower month'* 
rose red kittle 

As from chaplets on the bngbt fhcnds' brows who 
slew their lord 

Cteener grew the leaf and balmier blew the flower of 
myrtle 

BTien its blossom sheathed the sheet tyranmcidal 
sword. 
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None so glorious garland crowned the feast Panathe- 
naean 

As this wreath too firail to fetter fast the Cyprian 
dove : 

None so fiery song sprang sunwards annual as the 
paean v 

Praising perfect love of friends and perfect country s 
love. 


Higher than highest of all these heavens wherefrom 
the starry ^ 

Song of Homer shone above the rolling fight, 
Gleams like spring’s green bloom on boughs all gaunt 


and gnarry 

Soft live splendour as of florvers of foam in flight, 
Glows a glory of mild-winged maidens upward mount 


ing 

Sheer through air made shrill with strokes of smooth 

swift wings . , ^ 

Round the rocks beyond foot’s reach, past eyesig 

counting. 

Up the cleft where iron wind of winter rings 
Round a God fast clenched in iron jaws of fetters. 
Him who culled for man the fruitful flower o » 
Bared the darkling scriptures writ in dazzling e er , 
Taught the truth of dreams deceiving men s 
Gave their water-wandering chariot-seats of ^ 

Wings, and bade the rage of war-steeds 
rein. 


N2 
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Showed the symboU of the wild buds’ wheeling 
motion, 

Waged for man's sake war with God and all hi^ 
tram. 

Earth, whose name was also Righteousness, a tnotiff 
Many named and single naturcd, gave him breath 
^ ^Vhence God's wrath could tmng but this word and 
none other— 

Hi may m\(e ne, yet he thsO net do to death 
Him the tongue that sangtnumphantwhiletonnented 
Sang as loud the serenfold storm that roared ere- 
while 

Round the towers of Thebes tiU wrath might rest 
contented 

Sang the flight from smooth soft sanded banks of 
NHe, 

'Vhen like inateless doves flat fiy ffOB snare c( 
tether 

Came the suppliants landwards trembling as they 
trod. 

And the prajer took wing from all ihejr tongues 
together— 

■f^ing ef hngt, mott holy ojh^tet, limed God 
But what mouth may dunt again, what heart nay 
know It, 

All the rapture that aQ hearts of men pnt on 
When of Salamis the tune txan'cending poe 
Sanjj, whose hand had chased the Mede at Marathonl 
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Darker dawned the song with stormier wings above 
the watch-fire spread {Ep. 2. 

Whence from Ida toward the hill of Hermes leapt the 
light that said 

Troy was fallen, a torch funereal for the king’s tri- 
umphal head. 

Dire indeed the birth of Leda’s womb that had God’s 
self to sire 

Bloomed, a flower of love that stung the soul with 
fangs that gnaw like fire : 

But the twin-bom human-fathered sister-flower bore 
fruit more dire. 

Scarce the cry that called on airy heaven and all swift 
winds on wing, 

Wells of river-heads, and countless laugh of waves 
past reckoning. 

Earth which brought forth ail, and the orbhd sun that 
looks on everything, 

Scarce that cry fills yet men's hearts more full of 
heart- devouring dread 

Than the murderous word said mocking, how the 
child whose blood he shed 

Might clasp fast and kiss her father where the dead 
salute the dead. 

But tile latter note of anguish from the lips that 
mocked her lord. 

When her son’s hand bared against the breast that 
suckled him his sword, 

How might man endure, O ^Eschylus, to hear it and 
record? 
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How nuglit man endur^ being moital yet, 0 thou 
most highest, to hear? 

How record, being bom of woman? Surely not toy 
Funes near, 

Surely this bdield, this only, blasted hearts to deaft 
with fear 

Not the hissmg hair, nor flakes of blood that cored 
from P} es of fire. 

Not the snort of savage sleep that snuffed the hunger- 
mg he^'s desire 

IVTierc the hrmted prey foand hanily space and har- 
bour to respire , 

She whose Ukeness called them— 'Sleep ye, bo7 
what need of you that sleep ? ’ 

(Ah, what need indeed, where she was, of all shapes 
that night may keep 

Hidden dark aa death and deeper than men’s dreams 
of bell are deep?) 

She the murderess of her husband, she the huntress 
of her son, 

More than ye was she, the shadow that no God with 
stands but one. 

Wisdom equal-ejed and sUongei and more splendid 
tlian the sun. 

Yea, no God may stand betwat us and the shadows 
of our deeds. 

Nor the light of dreams that lighten darkness, nor the 
prayer that pleads, 

Bat the wisdom equal souled with heaven, the light 
alone that leads. 
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light whose law bids home those childless children 
of eternal night, 

Soothed and reconciled and mastered and transmuted 
in men’s sight 

Who behold their own souls, clothed with darkness 
once, now clothed witlr light. 

King of kings and father crowned of all our fathers 
crowned of yore, 

Lord of all the lords of song, whose head all heads 
bow down before. 

Glory be to thee from all thy sons in all tongues ever- 
more. 


Rose and vine and olive and deep ivy-bloom en- 
twining 3. 

Close the goodliest grave that e’er they closeliest 
might entwine 

Keep the wind from wasting and the sun from too 
strong shining 

Where the sovmd and light of sweetest songs still 
float and shine. 

Here the music seems to illume the shade, the light 
to whisper 

Song, the flowers to put not odours only fortli, but 
words 

Sweeter fax than fragrance ; here the wandering 
wreaths twine crisper 

Far, and louder far exults the note of all vrild 
birds. 
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Thoughts that change os, jc^s that crown and sorrows 
that enthrone tis 

Passions that enrobe us vitha dearer air than ours, 
Move and breathe as bviog things beheld round white 
Colonus, 

Audiblet than melodies and visiblet than flowers. 
Love, ra fight unconqneted, X-ove, with spoils of great 
men laden, 

Never sang so sweet fiom throat of woman or of 
dove 

Love, whose bed bj night is u> the soft cheebs of a ' 
maiden, 

And his march is over seas, and low roofs lack not 
1,0 ve, 

Nor may one o'* all that live, epberoeral or eternal, 

Fly nor hide from Love, but nhoso clasps him 
fast goes mad 

Never since the first bom year- with flowers first-born 
grew vernal 

Such a song made listening hearts of lovers glad or 
sad. 

Never sounded note so radiant at the xayless portal 
Openmg wide on the all-concealing lowland of the 
dead 

As the music mmglmg, when her doomsday marked 
her mortal. 

From her own and old men’s voices round the 

bndes way shed. 

Round the grave her bnde house, bevTi for endless 

hahitaliorv 
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"Where, shut out from sunshine, with no bridegroom 
by, she slept ; 

But beloved of all her dark and fateful generation. 

But with all time’s tears and praise besprinkled and 
bewept : 

Well-beloved of outcast father and self-slaughtered 
mother, 

Bom, yet unpolluted, of their blind incestuous 
bedj 

Best-beloved of him for whose dead sake she died, 
her brother, 

Hallowing by her own life’s gift her own born 
brother’s head : 

Not rsuth wine or oil nor any less libation [jti/. 3. 
Hallowed, nor made sweet with humbler perfume’s 
breath ; 

Not with only these redeemed from desecration. 

But with blood and spirit of life poured forth to 
death ; 

Blood unspotted, spirit unsullied, life devoted, 

Sister too supreme to make the bride’s hope good, 

Daughter too divine as woman to be noted, 

Spouse of only death in mateless maidenhood. 

Yea, in her was all the prayer fulfilled, the saying 
All accomplished — Would that fate would let me 
wear 

Hallowed innocence of words and all deeds, weighing 
Well the laws thereof, begot on holier air. 
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Far cn htgk tuilmtty itaUtsheS, vshtreaf only 
Heaven u father, nor dtd berth ef murlat mould 
Brers them forth, itor shall ebhveon lull to lonely 
Slumber Great tn these tt God, and grtme not oU. 
Therefore erca that innet darkness where she 
perished 

Surely seems as holy and lovely, seen aught. 

As desirable and as dearly to be cbciished. 

As the haunt dosed m with laurels from the hght, 
Deep mwound with olive and wild vine inwoven, 
tVhere a godhead known and unknown makes men 
pale, 

But the darkness of the twilight noon is doven 
SnU With shnil sweet moan of many a nighuagale 
Closer dustenng there they make sweet notse to- 
gether, 

hVhete the fearful gods look gentler than out fear, 
And the grove thronged through with birda of hohest 
feather 

Grows nor pale nor dumb with sense of dark things 
neat 

There her father, called upon with signs of wonder, 
Passed with tendeiest words away by ways un- 
known, 

Not by sea storm stncken down, nor touched of 
thunder, 

To the dark benign deep underworld, alone 
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Third of three that ruled in Athens, kings with 
sceptral song for staff, \Ep. 3. 

Gladdest heart that God gave ever milk and -wine of 
thought to quaff, 

Clearest eye that lightened ever to the broad lip’s 
lordliest laugh, 

Praise be thine as theirs whose tragic brows the loftier 
leaf engirds 

For the live and lyric lightning of thy honey-hearted 
words. 

Soft: like sunny dervy wings of clouds and bright as 
crying of birds'. 

Full of all sweet rays and notes that make of earth 
and air and sea 

One great light and sound of laughter from one great 
God’s heart, to be 

Sign and semblance of the gladness of man’s life 
where men breathe free. 

With no Loxian sound obscure God uttered once, and 
all time heard. 

All the soul of Athens, all the soul of England, in 
that word : 

Rome arose the second child of freedom : northward 
rose the third. ' 

Ere her Boreal dawn came kindling seas afoam and 
fields of snow, 

Yet again, while Europe groaned and grovelled, shone 
like suns aglow 

Doria splendid over Genoa, Venice bright with Dan- 
dolo. 
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Dead was HelUs, Init Aosodu by the light of dead 
men’s deeds 

Rose and walked awhile alise, though mocked as 
whom the fen leads 

Bv the creed wrought £uth of faithless souls that 
mock their doubts with creeds 

Bead are these, and mm u n:.eix again and haply 
now the Three 

Yet coetjual and tnune may stand m stoiy, muked as 

free 

By the token of the washing of the waters of the sex 

Athena drat of all earth’s kmdied many tongued and 
many kinned 

Had the sea to fnend and comfort, and for kinsman 
had the wind 

She that bare Columbos next then she that made 
her spoil of Ind. 

She that hears not what man’s rage but only what the 
sea wind Saith 

She that turned Spam's ships to doud-wrack at the 
blasting of her breath. 

By her strengths of strong souled children and of 
strong winds done to death. 

North and south the Great King's galleons went m 
Persian wise and here 

She, with ^schjlean nmac on her lips that laughed 
back fear, 

In the face of Time’s grey godhead shook the splen 
dour of her spear 
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Fair as Atliens then with foot upon her foeman’s 
front, and strong 

Even as Athens for redemption of the world from 
sovereign \vrong, 

Like as Athens crowned she stood before the sun 
with crouming song. 

All the world is theirs with whom is freedom : first of 
all the free, 

Blest are they whom song has crowned and clothed 
with blessing : these as we, 

These alone have part in spirit witli the sun that 
crowns the sea. 


188 1. 
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I. 

Since in Athens God stood plain for adoration, 
Since tlie sun beheld his likeness reared in stone, 
Smce the bronze or gold of human consecration 
Gave to Greece her guardian’s form and feature 
shown, 

Never hand of sculptor, never heart of nation. 
Found so glorious aim in all these ages flown 
As is theirs who rear for all time’s acclamation 
Here the likeness of our mightiest and their own. 


2 . 

Theirs and ours and all men’s living who behold him 
Crowned with garlands multiform and manifold; 
Praise and thanksgiving of all mankind enfold him 
Who for all men casts abroad his gifts of gold. 

With tlie gods of song have all men’s tongues enrolled 
him, 

With the helpful gods have all men’s hearts en- 
rolled : 



THE STATfJE OF VICTOR HUGO 

Ours he is who lo\e hun, oms whose hearts' hearts 
hold him 

Fast as hu the trust that hearts like his may hold. 


He, the heart most high, the spirit on earth most 
blameless, 

Takes in charge all sp.nts, holds ell hearts in trust 
As the sea wind s on the sea hts wap are tameless. 

As the laws that steer the world his works are just 
All most noble fee' him nobler, all mo^t shameless 
Feel his ntath and scorn make pale their pnde and 
lust 

All most poor and lowliest, all whose wrongs were 
nauieless, 

Feel his word of comfort ruse them from the dust 


Fnde of place and hst of empire bloody fruited 
Knew the blasting of his breath on leaf and fruit 
Now the hand that smote th** death tree now dis- 
rooted 

Plants the refuge tree that has man’s hope for root 
Ah but we by whom his darkness was saluted. 

How shall now all we that see his dav salute ? 

How should lose not teem by love’s own speech con- 
futed. 

Song before the soveteigti singer not be mute? 
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With what worship, by what blessing, in what measure, 
May we sing of him, salute him, or adore, 

With what hymn for praise, what thanksgiving for 
pleasure, 

\^^l0 had given us more than heaven, and gives us 
more? 

Heaven's whole treasury, filled up full with night's 
whole treasure. 

Holds not so divine or deep a starry store 
As the soul supreme that deals fortli worlds at leisure 
Clothed witli light and darkness, dense with flower 
and ore. 


6 . 

Song had touched the bourn : fresh verses overflow it. 
Loud and radiant, waves on waves on waves that 
throng ; 

Still the tide grows, and the sea-mark still below it 
Sinks and shifts and rises, changed and swept along. 
Rose it like a rock? the waters overthrow’ it. 

And another stands beyond them sheer and strong : 
Goal by goal pays dowm its prize, and yields its poet 
Tribute claimed of triumph, palm achieved of song. 


7 - 

Since his hand that holds the keys of fear and wonder 
Opened on the high priest's dreaming eyes a door 

o 
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Ulience the 1 ghts of heaven and hell abore and 
under 

Shone, and smote the lace th^ men botr dovn 
before, 

Thnce again one singer’s note had dosen in sunder 
who blows again not one blast nov but four. 
And die fourfold heaven is kindled with his thunder 
And the stars about his forehead are fourscore. 

8 

From the deep soul s depths where alway love 
abounded 

First had nsen a song with healing on its wines 
ViTience the dews of m*rcy raiou^ balms unbounded 
Shed their last compassion even on sceptred things ‘ 
Even on heads that like a curse the crown surrounded 
Fell his crowning pity, soft as cleansing spnngs , 
And the sweet last note his wnth relenting sounded 
Bade men s hvarts be melted not for slaves but 
kings, 

9 

Next, that faith might strengthen fua and love 
embolden, 

On the creeds of pnests a scourge of sunbeams 
fell 

And Its flash made bare the deepsof heaven, beholden 
Not of men that cry. Lord, lord, from church or 
cell* 

' PuU Sufrtmt. 1879 
' Heliiitiij tmtUgttn iSSo. 
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Hope as young as dawn from night obscure and olden 
Rose again, such power abides in truth’s one spell : 
Night, if dawn it be that touches her, grows golden ; 
Tears, if such as angels weep, extinguish hell. 


10, 

Through the blind loud mills of barren blear-eyed 
learning 

Where in dust and darkness children’s foreheads 
bow, 

While men’s labour, vain as wind or water turning 
Wheels and sails of dreams, makes life a leafless 
bough. 

Fell the light of scorn and pity touched with yearning, 
Next, firom words that shone as heaven’s own kind- 
ling brow.' 

Stars were these as watch-fires on the world’s waste 
burning, 

Stars that fade not in the fourfold sunrise now.® 


II. 

Now the voice that faints not till all wrongs be wroken 
Sounds as might the sun’s song from the morning’s 
breast. 

All the seals of silence sealed of night are broken, 

All the winds that bear the fourfold word are blest. 

• L’Ane. 1880. 

‘ Les QuaUc Vents dc V Esprit, i. Lt Lwre satirique. 
II. Ee Zizrre dramatique. III. Le Zxvre lyrigue. rv. L« 
Livre (pique. 1881. 
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All the keen fierce east flames forth one fiery token , 
All the north u load life that knows not res% 
All the south with song as tbosgH the stars bad 
spoken , 

All the judgment fire of sunset scathes the west 

ta 

Sound of paean, roll of chanted panegyric, 

Though by Pindar’s mouth song’s tinmpct spake 
forth praise, 

Jfarch of wamor songs ra Pjatuan mood or Pyrrhic^ 
Though the blast wee blown b) lips of ancient 
days, 

Ring not clearer than the dinon of satmc 

Song who«e breath sweeps bare the plague infected 
wars 

Tdl the world be pure as faearen is for the lync 
Sun to nse up clothed with radiant sounds a$ rays. 

*3- 

Oear aaoss the doud rack fluctuant and erratic 
As the strong star smiles that lets no mourner 
mouiSi 

Hymned alike from bps of Lesbian choirs or Attic 
Once at e"ensong and morning newly bom, 

Clear and sure above the changes of dramatic 
Tide and current, soft with love and keen 10th 
scorn. 

Smiles the strong sweet soul of maidenhood, ecstatic 
And mviolate as the red glad mouth of mom. 
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Pure and passionate as dawn, whose apparition 
Thrills with fire from heaven the wheels of hours 
that whirl, 

Rose and passed her radiance in serene transition 
From his eyes who sought a grain and found a 
pearl. 

But the food by cunning hope for vain fruition 
Lightly stolen away from keeping of a churl 
Left the bitterness of death and hope’s perdition 
On the lip that scorn was wont for shame to curl.* 


15 - 

Over waves that darken round the wave-worn rover 
Rang his clarion higher than winds cried round 
the ship, 

Rose a pageant of set suns and storms blown over, 
Hands tliat held life’s guerdons fast or let them 
slip. 

But no tongue may tell, no thanksgiving discover, 
Half the heaven of blessing, soft with clouds that 
drip, 

Keen with beams that Idtvdle, dear as love to lover, 
Opening by the spell’s strength on his lyric lip. 


' Les Deux Tt et(t>aiUcs de Callus. l. Margarita^ comldii. 
n, Esca, drame. 
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By that spell the soul transfigured and dilated 

Puts forth rungs that widen, breathes a brightening 
air, 

Feeds on Lght and druks of music, whence elated 
All her sense grows godlike, seeing all depths 
nude bare, 

All the mists wherein before she sat belated 
Shnak, till now the sunlight knows not tf they 
were , 

All this earth transformed is Eden recreated, 

IVith the breath of heaven remurmunng u her 

hfl'f. 


n? 

Sweeter far than aught of sweet that Apnl nurses 
Deep ID dew-dropt woodland folded Usi and furled 
Breathes the fragrant song whose bummg dawn 
disperses 

Darkness, like the surge of armies backward hurled. 
Even as though the touch of spring’s otwj hand, that 
pierces 

Earth with lifes delict, had hidden in the 
unpeailed 

Golden belb and buds and petals of his verses 
All the breath of all the flowers in all the world. 
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But the soul therein, the light that our souls follow, 
Fires and fills the song with more of prophet’s 
pride, 

More of life than all the gulfs of death may swallow, 
More of flame than all the might of night may hide. 

Though the whole dark age were loud and void and 
hollow, 

Strength of trust were here, and help for all souls 
tried, 

And a token from the flight of that strange swallow * 
Whose migration still is toward the wintry side. 


19. 

Never came such token for divine solution 

From the oraculous live darkness whence of yore 
Ancient faith sought word of help and retribution, 
Truth to lighten doubt, a sign to go before. 
Never so baptismal waters of ablution 

Bathed the brows of exile on so stern a shore, 
Where the lightnings of the sea of revolution 

Flashed across them ere its thunders yet might 
roar. 


* Je suis une hirondelle dtrange, car jMmigre 
Du c&td de I’hwer. 


Z« Livre Lyriqtts, liii, 



too 
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By the lightning's light of present rercUtion 

Shown, with epic thniuler M from sties that frown, 
Clodied in darkness as of dartling evpuQon, 

Rose a nsion of dea4 stats and suns gone down, 
^\'hence of old fierce fire devoured the star struck 
nation, 

Till Its wrath and woe Ut red the raging town, 

Kow made glonoos with his statue’s crowning station. 
Where may ne^er gleam again a viler crown 


Ring, with time for throne and all the years for pages, 
He shall reign though all thrones else be o\-et* 
hurled, 

Served of souls that have his living words for wages. 
Crowned of heaven eadi dawn that leaves his brows 
iropearled , 

Girt about with robes uhrent of storm that jpges. 
Robes not wrought with bands, from no loom's 
weft unfurled , 

All the praise of all earth a tongues m all earth’s ages, 
All the lose of all mens hearts in all tlie world. 


\ et what hand shall carve the soul or cast the spirit, 
Mould the face of fame, bid glory’s feature glow ? 
Who bequeath for eyes of ages hence to inherit 
Hun, the Master, whom lose knows not if it know? 
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Scarcely perfect praise of men man's work might 
merit, 

Scarcely bid such aim to perfect stature grow, 
Were his hand the hand of Phidias who shall rear i^ 
And his soul the very soul of Angelo. 


23- 

Michael, awful angel of the world’s last session, 

Once on earth, like him, with fire of suffering tried, 

Thine it were, if man’s it were, udthout transgression, 
Thine alone, to take this toil upon thy pride. 

Thine, whose heart was great against the world’s 
oppression, 

Even as his whose word is lamp and staff and 
guide : 

Advocate for man, rmtired of intercession, 

Pleads his voice for slaves whose lords his voice 
defied. 


24. 

Earth, with all the kings and thralls on eartli, below it, 
Heaven alone, with all the worlds in heaven, above, 
Let his likeness rise for suns and stars to know it, 
High for men to worship, plain for men to love : 
Brow that braved the tides which fain would overflow 
it, 

Lip that gave the diallenge, hand that flung the 
glove ; 

Comforter and prophet. Paraclete and poet. 

Soul whose emblems are an eagle and a dove. 
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Sun, that hast not seen & loftier head wi hoary. 
Earth, which hast not shown the sun a nobler birth, 
Tune, that hast not on thy scroll defiled and goiy 
One man's nami* wnt brighter us its whole wide 
girth, 

Wtness, Ull the final years fulfil their story, 

TQI the stars break off the music of their mirth, 
What among the sons of men was this man's glory, 
^Vhat the vesture of bu soul revealed on earth. 



SONNETS 
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HOPE AND FEAR. 

Beneath tlie shadow of dawn's aerial cope, 

With eyes enkindled as the sun’s own sphere, 

Hope from the front of youth in godlike cheer 
Looks Godward, past the shades where blind men grope 
Round the dark door that prayers nor dreams can ope, 
And makes for joy the very darkness dear 
That gives her wide wings play j nor dreams that fear 
At noon may rise and pierce the heart of hope. 

Then, when the soul leaves off to dream and yearn. 

May truth first purge her eyesight to discern 

^Vhat once being known leaves time no power to appal j 
Till youth at last, ere yet youth be not, learn 
The kind wise word that falls from years that fall — 

‘ Hope thou not much, and fear thou not at all' 



AP7ER SUi^SET 

*Si qaispioniD &{iiubiu lociu-* 


Strawbt irom the svm’s graTC Mi the deep dear west 
A sweet strong wind blows, gUd of life and I, 
Under the soft Veen stardawn whence the shy 
Takes life renewed, and all night’s godlike breast 
Palpitates, gradually revealed at rest 
By growth and change of ardours felt on high, 
Make onward, till the last dame fall and die 
And an the world by night’s broad hand he blest 
Haply, aeseeas, as from that edge of death, 
Whereon the day lies dark, a brightening breath 
Slows more of benediction than the mom, 

So from the graves whereon gnef gaaing saith 
That half our heart of life there hes forlorn 
hlay light or breath at least of hope be bom. 
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The wind was soft before the sunset fled : 

Now, while the cloud-enshrouded corpse of day 
Is lowered along a red funereal way 
Down to the dark that knows not white from red, 

A clear sheer breeze against the night makes head, 
Serene, but sure of life as ere a ray 
Springs, or the dusk of dawn knows red from grey. 
Being as a soul that knows not quick from dead. 
From far beyond the sunset, far above. 

Full toward the starry soundless east it blows 
Bright as a child’s breath breathing on a rose. 
Smooth to the sense as plume of any dove ; 

Till more and more 'as darkness grows and glows 
Silence and night seem likest life and love. 



lit 

If bght of life Qutbve the set of sun 
That men call death and end of all things, tlien 
How should not that which life held best for men 
And proved most preaous, though it seem undone 
By force of death and woful victory won, 

Be first and surest of revival, when 
Death shall bow down to life ansen agaisf 
So shall the soul seen be the self same one 
That looked and spake with even such bps and eyes 
As love shall doubt not then to recognise, 

And all bnght thou^ts and smiles of all tune past 
Revive, transfigured, but u spurt and sense 
Hone other than we knew, for evidence 
That love’s last mortal word was not his last 



209 


A STUDY FROM MEMORY. 

If that be j'et a living soul which here 
Seemed brighter for the growth of numbered springs 
And clothed by Time and Pain with goodlier things 
Each year it saw fulfilled a fresh fleet year, 

Death can have changed not aught that made it dear ; 
Half humorous goodness, grave-eyed mirth on wings 
Bright -balanced, blither-voiced than quiring strings ; 
Most radiant patience, crowned with conquering cheer j 
A spirit inviolable that smiled and sang 
By might of nature and heroic need 
More sweet and strong than loftiest dream or deed 
A song that shone, a light whence music rang 

High as the sunniest heights of kindliest thought } 
All these must be, or all she was be nought 


p 
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TO DR JOHN BROWIT 

Beyovd the north -Kind lay the land of old 
llTiere men di^elr bhtbeand Wameless, clothsdandfed 
With joy s bnght raiment and wth lo\es sweetbread, 
The rrhitest flock of earth’s maternal fold. 

None there might wear about his brows enrolled 
A light of loYeber fame than nogs your head, 

IVhose lo>esotne lose of children and the dead 
All men give thanks for 1 far otT behold « 

A dear dead hand thtt links us, and a bght '' 

The blithest and benignest of the night, 

The Bight of death s sweet sleep, wherein may be 
A star to show your spint to present sight 
Some happier island in the Elysian sea 
IVhere Rab may bdi die hand of Morjone, 


MarA 188a. 
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TO WILLIAM BELL SCOTT. 

The larks are loud above our leagues of whin 
Now the sun’s perfume fills their glorious gold 
With odour like the colour : all the wold 
Is only light and song and wind wherein 
These tn'aia are blent in one with shining din. 

And now your gift, a giver’s kingly-souled, 

Dear old fast friend whose honours grow not old, 
Bids memory’s note as loud and sweet begin. 

Though all but we from life be now gone forth 
Of that bright household in our joyous north 
Wliere I, scarce clear of boyhood just at end, 

First met your hand ; yet under life’s dear dome. 
Now seventy strenuous years have crowned xny friend. 
Shines no less bright his full-sheaved harvest-home. 


r 2 


April 20, 18S2. 



A DKATH OK CASTER DAY. 


The strong spring sun rejoian^y may nse, 

Rise and maVe revel, as of old men said, 

Like dancing hearts of lovers newly wed 
A light more bnght than ever bathed the sbes 
Departs for all time out of all men’s eyes. 

The crowns that girt last night a living head 
Shine only noiv, though deathless, on the dead 
An that moeVs death, and Song that tieiei dtes> 
Albeit the bright sweet mothlile wings be furled, 
Hope see', past all dmsioa and defection, 

And higher than swims the mist of human breath, 
The soul most ridiant once m all the world 
Bequickened to regenerate rcs-irreciion 
Out of the likeness of the shadow of death. 


Afnl i&Sa. 
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OJSr THE DEATHS OF THOMAS CARLYLE 
ADD GEORGE ELIOT. 

Tavo souls diverse out of our human sight 
Pass, followed one with loi'e and each with wonder : 
j The stormy sophist with his mouth of thunder, 

I Clothed with loud words and mantled in the might 
’ Of darkness and magnificence of night ; 

And one whose eye could smite the night in sunder, 
Searching if light or no light were thereunder, 

And found in love of loving-kindness light 
Duty divine and Thought with eyes of fire 
Still following Righteousness with deep desire 
Shone sole and stern before her and above, 

Sure stars and sole to steer by 3 but more sweet 
Shone lower the loveliest lamp for earthly feet, 

The light of little children, and their love. 
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LOOKING INTO CARL\LKS 
RmilNISCKNCES. 


Three men lived yet when this dead man was young 
^Vhose names and words endure for ever one 
Whose eyei grew dita with straining tow 3rd the sun« 
And his wings weakened and his angeVs tongue 
Lost half the sweetest song was ever sung, 

But like the strain haV uttered earth hears non^ 
Nor shall man hear tiU all men's songs are done 
One whose clear spirit like an eagle hung 
Between the mountains hallowed by his love 
And the sky stautless ashis smdahoie 
And one the sweetest heart that ever spake 
The brightest words whet^ sweet wisdom smiled. 
These deathless names by this dead snake dehled 
Bid memory spit upon hwn fat thett sake. 



ai5 


n. 

Sweet heart, forgive me for thine own sweet sake, 
Whose kind blithe soul such seas of sorrow swam, 
And for my love's sake, powerless as I am 
For love to praise thee, or like tliee to make 
Music of mirth where hearts less pure would break, 
Less pure than thine, our hfe-unspotted Lamb. 
Things hatefullest thou hadst not heart to damn, 
Nor wouldst have set thine heel on this dead snake. 
Let worms consume its memory with its tongue, 

The fang tliat stabbed fair Truth, the lip that stung 
Men’s memories uncorroded with its breath. 
Forgive me, that with bitter words like his 
I mix the gentlest English name that is. 

The tenderest held of all that know not death. 
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XU 

Sweet heart, forgive me for thine omi sweet sake, 
Whose kind blithe soul such seas of sorrow swam, 
And for my love’s sake, powerless as I am 
For love to praise thee, or like tliee to make 
Music of mirth where hearts less pure would break, 
Less pure than thine, our life-unspotted Lamb. 
Things hatefullest thou hadst not heart to damn, 
Nor wouldst have set thine heel on this dead snake. 
Let worms consume its memory with its tongue, 

The fang that stabbed fair Truth, the lip that stung 
Men’s memories uncorroded with its breath. 
Forgive me, tliat with bitter words like his 
I mix the gentlest English name that is. 

The tenderest held of all that know not death. 
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A LAST LOOK, 

Sick of self love, Malxolio, bkcan owl 
Tl 4l bools ihe sun lensen where starli^t sank, 

^\ ith Gvntun ganers crossed athwart thy frank 
Slou* Scottish legs men watched thee snarl and scowl, 
And boys responsive with reverberate howl 
Shnlled, hearing how lo thee tin springtime stank 
And as thne own soul all the world smelt rank 
\rd as thne own thoughts liberty seemed fouL 
Sow, for al’ ill thoughts ijur-ed and ill vrords given 
Sot all condemned, not unerly forgiven, 

Son of the storm and darkness, pass m peaco 
Peace upon earth thou Inewestnot nerr, being dead, 
Rest, with nor curse nor blcasing on thine head 
'\Tiere high strung hate and strenuous envy cease. 



DICKENS. 


Chief in thy generation born of men 
Whom English praise acclaimed as English-born, 

With eyes that matched the worldwide eyes of mom 
For gleam of tears or laughter, tenderest then 
Wren thoughts of children warmed their light, or when 
Reverence of age with love and labour worn, 

Or gcdlilre pity fired rrith godlike scorn. 

Shot through them flame that winged thy swift live pen : 
Where stars and suns that we behold not burn, 

Higher even than here, though highest was here thy place, 
Love sees thy spirit laugh and speak and shine 
With Shakespeare and the soft bright soul of Steme 
/And Fielding’s kindliest might and Goldsmith’s grace ; 

I Scarce one more loved or worthier love than thine. 



ON LAMPS SPECIMENS OF DRAMATIC 
POETS 


Ir aQ the flo'^eis of all the fields on earth 
By TTonder worbog sununcr were made one. 

Its fragrance were not sweeter in the sun, 

Its treasure house of leaves were not more worth 
Thaa Giose wherefrom Ay light of musmg mirth 
Shone, till each leaf wbeteoa At pen would run 
BreaAed life, and all its breath was bemsom 
Beloved beyond all names of Enghsh buih, 
hlore dear than mightier memones , gentlest name 
That ever doAed itself wiA Bower sweet fame. 

Or linked itself wiA loftiest names of old 
By Tight and might of loving , 1, Aat am 
Less than Ac least of Aose within Ay fold. 

Give only thanks for Aem to Aee, Charles Lamb- 
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IL 

So many a year had borne its own bright bees 
And slain them since thy honey-bees were hived, 
John Day, in cells of flower-sweet verse contrived 
So well with craft of moulding melodies, 

Thy soul perchance in amaranth fields at ease 
Thought not to hear the sound on earth revived 
Of summer music from the spring derived 
When thy song sucked the flower of flowering trees 
But thine was not the chance of every day : 

Time, after many a darkling hour, grew sunny. 

And light between the clouds ere sunset swam, 
Laughing, and kissed their darkness all away, 

When, touched and tasted and approved, thy honey 
Took subtler sweetness from the lips of Lamb, 



ito 


TO yoUN NICHOL. 


C'rtzkd of the dead, and fnend of all my days 
Even since they cast off boyhood, I salute 
The song saluting (hends whose songs axe mute 
With full burnt offeruigs of dear-spinted praise 
That since our old young yean our several ways 
Have led through 6elds diverse of flower and fnnt 
Yet no cross wind bos once rebxed the root 
We set long imce beneath the suodawn’s rays, 

The root of oust whence towered the trusty tree, 
Fnendship— this only and duly might nnpel 
My song to salntation of your own , 

More even than praise of onb unseen of me 
And loved — the starry spinl of Dobell, 

To Dime by hgbt and mnsic only lenown 
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Bui more than this vrhat moves me most of all 
To leave not all unworded and unsped 
The whole heart’s greeting of ray thanks unsaid 
Scarce needs this sign, that from my tongue should fall 
His name whom sorroa- and reverent love recall, 

The sign to friends on earth of that dear head 
Alive, which now long since untimely dead 
The ^van grey waters covered for a pall. 

Their trustless reaches dense with tangling stems 
Took never life more mintlcss of rebuke, 

More pure and perfect, more serene and kind, 
Than when those dear eyes dosed beneath the Thames, 
And made the now more hallowed name of Luke 
Memorial to us of morning left behind. 


May 1881. 





DVSTHANATOS. 

AigtKt r rm Certru niu tadi tt vujiure 
DactnJitHln^, talttud Hunt ijranHU 

By no dry death another tang goes down 
The way of longs. Yet may no freeman’s \etce, 
For stem compassion and deep awe, rejoice 
That one sign mote is giien against the crown, 

That one more head those dark red watera drown 
>Vhich nse round thrones whose trembling equipoue 
Is propped on sand and bloodshed and such toys 
As human hearts that shnnk at human frown. 

The name wnt red on Polish earth, the star 
That was to outshine oar England s in the lai 
East hearcn of erapirc— where is one that sailh 
Proud words now, prophesying of this ^\'hlte Czar? 
•In bloodless pangs few kings yield up their breath. 
Few tyrants pensb by no violent death.* 

Uini 14, ,SS| 
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EUONYMOS. 

tj p.^v ^ 4 S(Sov i'tia]<p6pt)s i\Kh 
Ik vticTir Jvo/t’ ?<rxt <p6pov Heap alh' KSiktot, 

A YEAR ago red wrath and keen despair 

Spake, and the sole word from their darkness sent 
Laid low the lord not all omnipotent 
Wlio stood most like a god of all that were 
As gods for pride of power, till fire and air 
Made earth of all his godhead. Lightning rent 
The heart of empire’s lurid firmament, 

And laid the mortal core of manhood bare. 

But when the calm crowned head that all revere 
For valour higher than that which casts out fear. 
Since fear came near it never, comes near death, 
Blind murder cowers before it, knowing that here 
No braver soul drew bright and queenly breath 
Since England wept upon Elizabeth. 


March 8, 1882. 



ON THE RUSSIAN PERSECUTION OF 
TUB yEWS 


0 SQK of man, lying longnes adored. 

By slaughterous hands of slaves with feet red shod 
In cara:^ deep as ever Chnstian trod 
Profaned with prayer and sacrifice abhorred 
And incense from the trembling tyrant’s horde, 

Brute worshippers or wielders of the rod, 

Most murderous even of all that call thee God, 
Most treacherous even that ever called thee Lord, 
Face loved of little children long ago, 

Head hated of the pnests and rulers then, 

If thou see this, or hear these hounds of thine 
Run ravening as the Gadarean swine, 

Say, was not this thy Passion, to foreknow 
In death's worst hour the works of Chnstian men? 
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BISMARCK AT CANOSSA. 

Not all disgraced, in that Italian towTi, 

The imperial German cowered beneath thine hand, 
Alone indeed imperial Hildebrand, 

And felt thy foot and Rome’s, and felt her frown 
And thine, more strong and sovereign than his crown. 
Though iron forged its blood-encrusted band. 

But now the princely wielder of his land, 

For hatred’s sake toward freedom, so bows down, 

No strength is in the foot to spurn : its tread 
Can bruise not now the proud submitted head : 

But how much more abased, much lower broughtlow, 
And more intolerably humiliated. 

The neck submissive of the prosperous foe. 

Than his whom scorn saw shuddering in the snow 1 

December i88s. 


Q 



QUIA NOMWOR IXO 


WaxT part is left ihee, bon ? RaTcnous beast, 
liVhich hadst the world for pasture, and for scope 
And compass of thine homicidal hope 
The iiQgdom of the spmt of man, the feast 
Of souls subdued from west to sunless east, 

Trom blackening north to bloodied south aslope. 
All servile , earth for footdoth of the pope, 

And heaven for chancel ceiling of the pne‘t , 

Thou that hadst earth by ngbi of rack and tod. 
Thou that hadst Rome because thy name was God, 
And by thy creeds gift heaven wherein to dwell, 
Heaven laughs with all bis light and might above 
That earth has cast thee oat of faith and love , 

Thy part is but the hoUow dream of heH. 



The light of life has faded from thy cause, 

High priest of heaven and hell and purgatory ; 

Thy lips are loud with strains of oldworld story, 
But the red prey was rent out of thy paws 
Long since ; and they that dying brake down thy laws 
Have with the fires of death-enkindled glory 
Put out the flame that faltered on thy hoary 
High altars, waning with the world's applause. 

This Italy was Dante’s : Bruno died 
Here : Campanella, too sublime for pride, 

Endured thy God’s worst here, and hence went home. 
And what art thou, that time’s full tide should shrink 
For thy sake downward? What art thou, to think 
Thy God shall give thee back for birthright Rome ? 


January, r88?. 
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THE CHANNEL TUNNEL. 


Not for less love, all glonous Irance, to thee, 

* Sweet enemy ’ called m day* long since at end 
Now found and hailed of England pseetei friend, 
Enght sister ot our freedom now, being free , 

Not for less love or Cuth in friendship wc 
WTiose loi e burnt ever toward thee reprehend 
The vile \ am greed whose pursy dreams portend 
Between our shores suppression of the sea. 

Not bv doll toO ofblind oeduDie an 
Shall these be Uahed for no man s force to part 
Nor length of years and changes to divide, 

But onion only of trust and loving heart 
And perfect failh m freedom strong to abide 
And spint at one with spirit on either side. 


Afnl 3 i88*. 
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S/J? WILLIAM GOMM, 
u 

At threescore years and five aroused anew 
To rule in India, forth a soldier went 
On whose bright-fronted youth fierce war had spent 
Its iron stress of storm, till glory grew 
Full as the red sun waned on Waterloo. 

Landing, he met tlie word from England sent 
Which bade him yield up rule : and he, content, 
Resigned it, as a mightier warrior’s due ; 

And wrote as one rejoicing to record 
That ‘ from the first ’ his royal heart was lord 
Of its own pride or pain ; that thought was none 
Therein save this, that in her perilous strait 
England, whose womb brings forth her sons so great. 
Should choose to serve her first her mightiest son. 



Glory beyond all flight of «aihVe Cuae 
Go With the warriors niemory who preferred 
To praise of mea whereby men’s hearts are sorted, 
And acdamation of bis own proud name 
With blare of trumpet blasts and sound and flame 
Of pageant honour, and the titular word 
That only wins men worship of the herd, 

His country's sovereign good , who overcame 
Pnde, wrath, and hope of all high chance on earth. 
For this land s love that gave his gnat heart birth. 

0 nursling of the sea winds and the sea, 

Immortal Fnghod, goddess ocean bom, 
lYhai shall thy children fear, what strengths not scorn, 
WhSe children of such mould are bom to thee ? 
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EUTHANA TOS. 

In memory of Mrs Thelltjsson. 

Forth of our ways and woes, 

Forth of the svinds and snows, 

A white soul soaring goes, 

Winged like a dove : 

So sweet, so pure, so clear, 

So heavenly tempered here, 

Love need not hope or fear her changed above 

Ere dawned her day to die, 

So heavenly, that on high 
Change could not glorify 
Nor death refine her : 

Pure gold of perfect love, 

On earth like heaven’s own dove, 

She cannot wear, above, a smile diviner. 

Her voice in heaven's own quire 
Can sound no heavenlier lyre 
Tlian here : no purer fire 
Her soul can soar : 

No sweeter stars her eyes 
In unimagined skies 

Beyond our sight can rise than here before. 



EUTirAmTOS. 


Hardly long jean had Acd 
Their shadows On feet hnad . 

Hardly ve ihinl her dead. 

Who hardly Oiooght her 
Old hardly on believe 
The gncf our hearts receive 
And wonder whdc they gneve, as wrong were wrought 
her 

But though strong gnt{ be SQoog 
No word or Owwght o( wrong 
Ma) Slain (he trembling song, 

Wnng the bniised heart. 

That sounds or sighs its fwnt 
Low note o{ lore nor taint 
Chef for to sweet a saint, when such depart 
K saint whose perfect souh 
\\ iih perfect lore for goal, 
huih hardly might control! 

Creeds might not harden t 
A flower more splendid (at 
Than the most radiant star 
Seen here of all that are m God’s own gardem 
Surely the stars wc see 
Rise and relapse as we. 

And change and set, may be 
But shadows too 
But spirits iliat man's lot 
Could neilber tnar nor spot 
Like tfitse false lights arc not, being heavenly true. 



EUTHANATOS. 
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Not like these dying lights 
Of worlds whose glory smites 
The passage of the nights 
Through heaven's blind prison : 

Not like their souls who see, 

If thought fly far and free, 

No heavenlier heaven to be for souls rerisen. 

A soul wherein love shone 
Even like the sun, alone, 

With fervour of its own 
And splendour fed, 

Made by no creeds less kind 
Toward souls by none confined, 

Could Death's self quench or blind, Love's self were 
dead. 


February 4, l88l- 




FIRST AITD LAST. 


Upqv the borderlands of being, 

^Vhere life draws hardly breath 
Between the lights and shadows fleeing 
Fast as a word one sai^i, 

Two flowers rejoice otu ejresight, seeing 
The dawns of buth and death. 

Behind the babe fus dawn is lying 
Half risen with notes of mmh 
From all the winds about it flying 
Through oew.bom heaven and earth 
Before bright age his day for dying 
Dawns equal.«yed with birth 

Equal the dews of even and dawn. 

Equal the snn’s eye seen 
A hands breadth nsea and half withdrawn 
But no bright hour between 
Brings aught so bight by stream or lawn 
To noonday gtowdis of greeia 



FIJiST AND LAST. 
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Which flower of life may smell the sweeter 
To love’s insensual sense, 

Which fragrance move with offering meeter 
His soothed omnipotence, 

Being chosen as fairer or as fleeter, 

Borne hither or home hence, 

love's foiled omniscience knows not : this 
Were more than all he knows 
With all his lore of bale and bliss, ^ 

The choice of rose and rose, 

One red as lips that touch mth his, 

One white as moonlit snows. 

No hope is half so sweet and good, 

No dream of saint or sage 
So fair as these are : no dark mood 
But these might best assuage ; 

The sweet red rose of babyhood, 

The white sweet rose of age. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF 
EDIVARD 70HN TRELAWNY 


L*st high star of the years whose thunder 
Still men’s listcmDj lemembraoce hears. 
Last bght left of our fathers? years. 

Watched with honour and hailed with wonder 
Thee too then have the years borne under, 
Thou too then hast regsmed thy peers. 

^Vmgs that warred with the winds of nomtng, 
Stotin winds rocbog the red great dawn, 
Close at last, and a film is dnwn 
Over the eyes of the storm bird, scoromg 
Kow no longer the loud wind’s warning, 
Waves that threaten or waves that fawn. 

Peers were none of thee left us hving, 

Peers of theirs we shall see no more. 

Eight years over the fuU founcore 
Knew thee now shalt thou sleep, forgiving 
All gnefs past of the wdd world’s givingi 
Mooted at last on the slormless shore. 



ON EDWARD JOHN TRELAWNY. 


Worldwide liberty’s lifelong lover, 

Lover no less of the strength of song, 
Sea-king, swordsman, hater of nTong, 

Over thy dust that the dust shall cover 
Comes my song as a bird to hover, 

Borne of its will as of wings along. 

Cherished of thee were this brief song’s brothers 
Now that follows them, cherishing thee. 

Over the tides and the tideless sea 
Soft as a smile of the earth our mother’s 
Flies it faster than all those others, 

First of the troop at thy tomb to be. 

Memories of Greece and the mountain’s hollow 
Guarded alone of thy loyal sword 
Hold thy name for our hearts in ward : 

Yet more fain are our hearts to follow 
One way now with the southward swallow 
Back to the grave of the man their lord. 

Heart of hearts, art thou moved not, hearing 
Surely, if hearts of the dead may hear, 

"Whose true heart it is now draws near? 

Surely the sense of it thrills thee, cheering 
Darkness and death with the news now nearing- 
Shelley, Trelaray rejoins thee here. 



*38 


ADIBUX A MARIE STUART 


Qireo, for whose house my fathers fought, 
^Vith hopes (hat rose and fell, 

Red sur of boyhoods fiery thought, 
FarewelL 

They gave then lives, and 1, my queen, 
Have given you ol my life, 

Seeing your brave star bum high between 
Mens strife. 

The stnfe that lightened round their spean 
long since fell sUU so long 
Hardly may hope to last in years 
hfy song 

But still through strife of bme and thought 
Your light on me too fell 
Queen, m whose name we sang or fought, 
Farewell. 
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II. 

There beats no heart on either border 
Wherethrough the north blasts blow 

But keeps your memory as a warder 
His beacon-fire aglow. 

Long since it fired with love and wonder 
Mine, for whose April age 

Blithe midsummer made banquet under 
The shade of Hermitage. 

Soft sang the burn’s blithe notes, that gather 
Strength to ring true : 

And air and trees and saa and heather 
Remembered you. 

Old border ghosts of fight or fairy 
Or love or teen, 

These they forgot, remembering Mary 
The Queen. 


ni. 

Queen once of Scots and ever of ours 
Whose sires brought forth for you 
Their lives to strew your way like flowers, 
Adieu. 

Dead is full many a dead man’s name 
Who died for you this long 
Time past ; shall this too fare the same. 
My song ? 



ADJEUX A MARIE STUART 


But surely, though it die or live, 
Your face was worth 
An that a man nay Uunh to gm 
On eaitK 

No daiicness cast of yean between 
Can darVeo you 

Man’s love vnll never bid rny queen 
Adieu. 


rr 

l^re hangs hlte about yerat Tiaine 
As musK round the shell 
Mo heart can ube of you a tane 
Farewell 

Yet, when your sery (aee was seen, 

HI gifts wcie youn for giving 
Lore gat strange guerdons of my queen 
When hmg. 

0 diamond heart unSowed and dear. 
The whole world*# crowning )cwel I 
Was erer heart so deadly dear 
So cruel? 

Yet none for you of alt that Med 
Grudged once one drop that felt 
Not one to life reluctant said 
Farewell 
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V. 

Strange love they have given you, love disloyal, 
^Vho mock with praise your name, 

To leave a head so rare and royal 
Too low for praise or blame. 

You could not love nor hate, they tell us. 

You had nor sense nor sting : 

In God’s name, then, what plague befell us 
To fight for such a thing? 

‘Some faults the gods will give,’ to fetter 
Man’s highest intent : 

But surely you were something better 
Than innocent ! 

No maid that strays with steps imwary 
Through snares unseen. 

But one to live and die for ; Mary, 

The Queen, 


VI. 

Forgive them all their praise, who blot 
Your fame -with praise of you : 
Then love may say, and falter not 
Adieu. 

R 



H3 ADIEUX 2 MARIE STUART. 


Yet some you hardly would forgirc 
Who did you roudi less wrong 
Once but lesentmest should tsot hve 
Too long. 

They never saw y tmt bpTs Ijnght bow, 
Your svordbnght eyes, 

The bluest of heavenly things below 
The sVies. 

Clear eyes that love's self finds most like 
A swofdbbde’s blue, 

A swordbUde’s ever keen to stnke, 
Adieu. 


vti 

Though all things breathe or sound of fight 
That yet tnaVc ujv your spell. 

To bid you were to bid the light 
FaiewclL 

Farewell the son^says only, being 
A star whose rare is run 
Farewell the soul says new, seeing 
The sua 

Yet, wellnigh as with flash of teats, 

The song most say but so 
That took your praise |Up twenty years 
Ago. 



ADIEUX A MARIE STUART, 


More bright than stars or moons that vary, 
Sun kindling heaven and hell, 

Here, after all these years, Queen Mary, 
Farewell 
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ffERSB 

When grace is given us eve* to behold 
A child some sveet months old. 

Love, laying across our lips his finger, saith. 

Smiling, with bated breath, 

Hcsh I for the holiest thing that bvcs is here. 

And heareo's own heart how sear I 
Hot dare we, that may gaze sot os the sun, 

Gaze on this venerooe? 

Hearty hoU tfty peace ,eye^be castdowa/bfshas)*/ 
Lips, breathe not yet its nunc. 

In heaven they know what name to call it , we, 

How should we know? For, seel 
The adorable sweet Imog marvellous 
Strange light that lightens tis 
Who gaze, desettless of such glonous grace. 

Full in a babe's warm face t 
All roses that the monnng tears are nought, 

All stars not wonh a thought, 

Set this one star agtmst them, or suppose 
As rival this oneirose 

What pnee co'Jld pa/ with earth's whole weiglit of gold 
One least fiushed rosetcaTs fold 



HBRSB. 
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Of all this dimpling store of smiles that shine 
From each warm curve and line, 

Each charm of flower-sweet flesh, to reillume 
The dappled rose-red bloom 
Of all its daint}’ body, honey-sweet 

Clenched hands and curled-up feet, 

That on the roses of the dawn have trod 
As they came down from God, 

And keep the flush and colour that the sky 
Takes when the sun comes nigh, 

And keep the likeness of the smile their grace 
Evoked on God’s own face 
When, seeing this work of his most heavenly mood, 
He saw that it was good ? 

For all its warm sweet body seems one smile, 

And mere men’s love too vile 
To meet it, or with eyes that worship dims 
Read o'er the little limbs, 

Read all the book of all their beauties o’er. 

Rejoice, revere, adore. 

Bow down and worship each delight in turn. 

Laugh, wonder, yield, and yearn. 

But when our trembling kisses dare, yet dread. 

Even to draw nigh its head. 

And touch, and scarce with touch or breath surprise 
Its mild miraculous eyes 
Out of their viewless vision — 0, what then. 

What may be said of men ? 

WhcLt speech may name a new-bom child ? what word 
Earth ever spake or heard ? 



BERSS 
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The best men’s tongue that erer glory tne» 

Called that a drop of dew 
\Vbich from the breaAing taeaturtf s landly womb 
Came forth m blameless bloom. 

\Ve have no word, as had those men most high, 

To call a baby by 

Rose, ruby, 13y, pearl of stormles* sew — 

A better word than these. 

Abetter sign 11 was dian flower or gem 
That lore revealed to than 
They knew that whence comes light w quickening 
flame, 

'Ibence only thing came, 

And only might be likened of our love 
To somewhat born above, 

Not even to sweetest things dropped else on earth, 
Only to dew’s own butb. 

Mot doubt we but their sense was heavenly true. 
Babe, when we gaxe on you, 

A dew drop out of heaven whose colours are 
More bnght than sun or star, 

As now, ere watching love dare fear or hope, 

Lips, hands, and eyelids ope. 

And all your life is mixed with earthly leaven. 

O child, wbat news from heaven? 
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TWINS. 

AffkctioNATexy inscribed to W. R. and L. R. 

April, on whose wings 
Ride all gracious things, 

Like the star that brings 
All things good to man, 

Ere his light, that yet 
Makes the month shine, set, 

And fair May forget 
IVhence her birtli began, 

Brings, as heart would choose, 

Sound of golden news. 

Bright as kindling dews 
When the dawn begins j 
Tidings clear as mirth. 

Sweet as air and earth 
Now that hail the birth. 

Twice thus blest, of twins. 

In fhe lovely land 
Where with hand in hand 
Lovers wedded stand 
Other joys before 



TWINS 


Made your ratted We sweet 
Now, as Ttroe sees tncet, 

Three gbd blossoms greet 
Two glad blossoms more- 

Fed with sun and dew, 

IVhjle your joys were new, 
lint arose and grew 
One bngbl ob\e shoot 
Then a fair and fine 
Slip of warm hured pme 
Felt the sweet sun sbne 
Oa Its leaf and fnut. 

And It wore for mark 
Grareo oa the dork 
Beauty of its bark 
That the noblest name 
^Vo^l m soogof old 
By the king whose bold 
Hand bad fast in bold 
All the flower of l^e. 

Then, with southern skies 
Flattered u her eyes, 
llliieb, in lordier mse 
Yet, reflect then blue 
Brightened more, being br^bt 
Here w«h hf^s dehghb 
And mch lot^s Ine light 
Clotified anew. 



TWINS. 
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Came, as fair as came 
One who bore her name 
(She that broke as flame 
From the swan-shell white), 
Crowned with tender hair 
Only, but more fair 
Than all queens that were 
Themes of oldworld fight, 

Of your flowers the third 
Bud, or new-fledged bird 
In your hearts' nest heard 
Murmuring like a dove 
Bright as those that drew 
Over waves where blew 
No loud wind the blue 
Heaven-hued car of love. 

Not the glorious grace 
Even of that one face 
Potent to displace 
All the towers of Troy 
Surely shone more dear 
Once with childlike cheer 
Than this child's face here 
Now with living joy. 

After thesji again 
Here in April’s train 
Breaks the bloom of twain 
Blossoms in one birth 
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Tiy/ifs. 


For a crown of May 
On the front of day 
When he takes his way 
Over heaTcn and earth. 

Half a hearenly thing 
Given from heaven to Spring 
By the son her tong, 

Half a tender toy. 

Seems A cluld of cud 
Yet too soft to twul , 

Seems the flower sweet girl 
By the flower bn^t boy 

All the iad gods’ grace, 

All their lore, embrace 
Ever either lace, 

Ever brood above them 
All soft wmgs of hours 
Screen them as with flowers 
From all beams and showers . 
All lif^s seasons love them. 

>Vhen the dews of sleep 
Falling hghdiest keep 
Eyes too dose to peep 
Fordi and bu^ ofl resv 
Joy from lace to feet 
FQl them, as is meet 
fjfe to them be sweet 
As their mccber's breast 



TWINS. 


When those dews are dry. 
And in day's bright eye 
Looting full they lie 
Bright as rose and pearl, 
All returns of joy 
Pure of time’s alloy 
Bless the rose-red boy, 
Guard the rose-wliite girl. 


Postscript. 

Friends, if I could take 
Half a note from Blake 
Or but one verse make 
Of the Conqueror’s mine, 
Better than my best 
Song above your nest 
I would sing ; the quest 
Now seems too divine. 


ApnisS, iSSi. 



rm SALT OF THE EARTH 


Ir duldbood «eie not in the woild, 

Eat only rneti and women grown > 

No baby locks in tendnli corled. 

No biby blossoms blown , 

Though men were sttonger, women £aJier, 
And nearer all delights in reach, 

And Terse and music uttered rarer 
Tones of more godlike speech , 

Though the utmost life of life's best hours 
Found, as it cannot now had, words , 
Though desert sands were sweet as flowers 
And flowers could sing like buds. 

But children neret heard them, never 
They felt a child’s foo» leap and run 
This were a dreaner star than ever 
Tet looked upon the sun. 
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SEVEN YEARS OLD. 


I. 

Seven white roses on one tree, 

Seven white loaves of blameless leaven, 
Seven white sails on one soft sea, 

Seven white swans on one lake’s lee, 
Seven white flowerlike stars in heaven, 
All are tj’pes unmeet to be 
For a birthday’s crown of seven. 


II. 

Not the radiance of the roses. 

Not the blessing of the bread, 

Not the breeze that ere day grows is 
Fresh for sails and swans, and closes 
Wings above the sun’s grave spread, 
When the starshine on the snows is 
Sweet as sleep on sorrow shed, 

in. 

Nothing sweetest, nothing best. 

Holds so good and sweet a treasure 
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SEVElf YEARS OLD 


As tbe love vrbercwith once blest 
Joy grows holy, gnef takes rest 
Life, half bred with hours to measure^ 
Fills his eyes and bps and breast 
With roost bghl and breath of pleasure , 

nr 

As the rapture unpolluted, 

As the passion nndehled, 

By whose force all pains heart rooted 
Are transfigured and transtonted, 
Recompensed and reconciled, 
rhroi^h the imperial, nsdispnted. 

Present godhead of a chO^ 


Brown bright eyes and lau bright head. 
Worth a worthier crown than this is, 
Worth a worthier song instead, 

Sweet grave wise round mouth, fuU fed 
Wth tile ys^ of love, whose bliss is 
More than rnortal wme and bread, 

Lips whose words are sweet u kisses, 

" i 

IJttie hands so glad of giving, 
lattie heart so glad of lot e, 

Lutie soul so glad of Itnn^, 



SEVEN YEARS OLD. 


■While the strong swift hours are weaving 
Light with darkness woven above, 
Time for mirth and time for grieving, 
Plume of raven and plume of dove. 


VII. 

I can give you but a word 
Warm with love therein for leaven, 

But a song that falls unheard 
Yet on ears of sense unstirred 
Yet by song so far from heaven, 
Whence you came the brightest bird, 
Seven years since, of seven times seven. 



eight years old 


. Mtenn- snow cloud fea». 

Stjn, whom the CUtcnn„ s 

tot, Itt the note of yot ^ 

SpetkoowtheworfltatAprih^. 

L«M»rchhavealll05>«y»l”f> 

Bid i31 sptio! ““ ” 

All rates bet chddrenheti '.tp^ 
Betaiise the etowo “'"S’** 

On one bnght bead i» set to-oay 


^Vhat toatten cloud or sun 

To him wbo wean the wiea 7 
So Tnan>. and all like llowcn at pUj 
tVith wind and 


vhile his ears 


Heai only song on CTcry way ? 

More sweet than spnogtnu^^^ 

tog tteoiiEl. the toe'”' 

to these, the Botes net ™tet tests. 



EIGHT YEARS OLD, 
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III. 

Strong-hearted ■ndnter knows and fears 
The music made of love at play, 

Or haply loves the tune he hears 
From hearts fulfilled with flowering May, 
Whose molten music thaws his ears 
Late frozen, deaf but yesterday 
To sounds of dying and dawning years. 
Now quickened on his deathward way. 


IV. 

For deathward now lies winter’s way 
Down the green vestibule of years 
That each year brightens day by day 
With flower and shower till hope scarce fears 
And fear grows wholly hope of May. 

But w'e — the music in our ears 
Made of love’s pulses as they play 
The heart alone that makes it hears. 


V. 

The heart it is that plays and hears 
High salutation of to-day. 

Tongue falters, hand shrinks back, song fears 
Its o\vn unworthiness to play 
Fit music for those eight sweet years, 

Or sing their blithe accomplished way. 

No song quite worth a young child’s ears 
Broke ever even from birds in May. 

B 


t 
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EIGBT YEARS OZM 


There heats not in the heart of May, 
tVhen summer hc^cs and spnugude feats, 
There falls not from the height of day, 

When sunlight speahs and silence hears. 
So sweet a psalm as children play 
And sing each hour of all their jears, 
Each moment of their lovely uay, 

And know not how it thnila our ears 

VII 

Ah child, what ate we, that our can 
Should hear you singing on jour way, 
Should have this happiness? Ihe years 
Whose hurrying wings about us play 
Are rot like yours, whose flower tune fears 
Nought worse thao sunht showers In May, 
Being sinless as the spring, that hears 
Her own heart praise her every day 

VIIL 

Yet we too tnumph la the day 
That bare, to entrance our eyes and ears, 
To lighten daybght, and to play 
Sucli notes as darkness knows and fears, 
The child whose face illumes our way, 
tVhose voice lifts up the heart that hears, 
^Vhose hand is as die hand of May 
To bnng la flowers from eight full years. 


fiirv»ryi„ iggj 



COMPARISONS. 


Child, -when they say that others 
Have been or are like you, 
Babes fit to be your brothers, 
Sweet human drops of dew, 
Bright fruit of mortal mothers, 
WTiat should one say or do ? 

We know the thought is treason. 
We feel the dream absurd j 
A claim rebuked of reason. 

That withers at a word ; 

For never shone the season 
That bore so blithe a bird. 


Some smiles may seem as merry, 
Some glances gleam as wise. 
From lips as like a cherry 
And scarce less gracious eyes ; 
Eyes browner than a berry, 

Lips red as morning’s rise. 



But !« ”” ejn 

And rop 

TJldoodiest , 

Vfhme looey entlull i»eo> 

Were ca««<i “ ^ 

Could maVeo«®“"” 

Ooi Stolen^*'. ° 

-0,0.0' “O-.tr'”’ 

m* 00.100 l6l<.“J' 

H»wo..d».<*^'“’‘*^jl 

dear UugH that thnU3« 

Tf ever cluld stood peerless, 
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WHAT IS DEATH? 

Looking on a page where stood 
Graven of old on old-world wood 
Death, and by the grave’s edge grim, 

Pale, the young man facing him, 

Asked my well-beloved of me 
Once what strange thing this might be, 
Gaunt and great of limb. 

Death, I told him ; and, surprise 
Deepening more his wildwood eyes 
(Like some sweet fleet thing’s whose breath 
Speaks all spring though nought it saith), 
Dp he turned his rosebright face 
Glorious with its seven years’ grace, 

Asking — ^^Vhat is death? 



^ cmisfs p/ry.o 


Kq twetter Ihmg than children’s ways and wiles, 
Smelf, wc say, can gladden eyes and can 
Yet sometime sseetct than then words or smiles 
Are eiCQ their tears. 

To one for once a piteous talc was read, 

How when the mutdetous mother crocodile 

slain, her fierce brood famished, and by dead, 
Stars ed, by the Nile. 

In cast green reed beds on the wt grey sliae 
Those monsters motherless and helpless by, 
renshing onlv for the parent’s enme 
Whose seed were the) 

Honrs after, toward the dash, bhthe small bird 
Of Paradise, who has our hea^ in keeping, 

11 as heard or seen, but hardly swa or heard, 

Pot pity weeping j 

He was so sorry, atting stffl 
Por the poor little crocodiles, he said. 

Sut years had given him, for an an^ s heart, 

A child's 



A CHILD'S PITY. 
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Feigned tears the false beasts shed for murderous 
ends, 

We know from travellers’ tales of crocodiles ; 

But these tears wept upon them of my friend’s 
Outshine his smiles. 

What heavenliest angels of what heavenly city 
Could match the heavenly heart in children hei'e? 
The heart that hallowing all things with its pity 
Casts out all fear ? 

So lovely, so divine, so dear their laughter 
Seems to us, we know not what could be more 
dear : 

But lovelier yet we see the sign thereafter 
Of such a tear. 

With sense of love half laughing and half weeping 
We met your tears, our small sweet-spirited friehd : 
Let your love have us in its heavenly keeping 
To life’s last end. 



A CmiirS LAUGHTER, 


Au the bell* of heaven inly nng> 
All the birds of heaven nuy sing, 
All the vielk on eanh may spring, 
All the winds on earth may bring 
All sweet sounds together , 
Sweeter far than things heard, 
Hand of harper, tone of bird, 

Sound of woods at sundawn stirred, 
NVelhng waters winsome word, 

Wind in wana wan weather, 

One thing yet there is, that none 
Hearing ere ns chime be done 
Knows not well the sweetest one 
Heard of man beneath the sun. 
Hoped in heaven hereafter , 

Soft and strong and Wd and light, 
Vei) sound of very I'ghi 
Heard from morning^ rosiest height, 
'Vhen the soul of all delight 
Fills a clulds cleat laughter 



A CHILD’S LAUGHTER. 


Golden bells of welcome rolled 
Never forth such notes, nor told 
Hours so blithe in tones so bold, 
As the radiant mouth of gold 
Here that rings forth heaven. 

If the golden-crested wren 
Were a nightingale — why, then. 
Something seen and heard of men 
Might be half as sweet as when 
Laughs a child of seven. 



A CHILD'S THAHKS. 


How low sos'tf men rant us. 

How high soe’er we win, 

The children £ir above us 
DweU, and they deign to lote o*, 

Wth lo>eheT love than outs. 

And smiles more sweet than flowers , 

As though the sun should thanV us 
For leitiag light come la. 

lV*ith too dinoe com^sasce, 

Whose grace ousleads Uiem tlius, 

Being gods, la heavenly blindness 
They call our worship kindness, 

Our pebble gi/r a gem 
They think Qs good to them, 

>Yho$e glance, whose breath, whose pteaencc. 
Are giUs too good for os. 

The poet high and hoaij 
Of meres that mountains bind 
Felt his great heart more often 
keatn, and its proud strength soften 



A CHILD'S THANKS. 
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From stem to tenderer mood, 

At thought of gratitude 
Shown than of song or story 
He heard of hearts unkind. 

But with what words for token 
And what adoring tears 
Of reverence risen to passion, 

In what glad prostrate fashion 
Of spirit ahd soul subdued. 

May man show gratitude 
For thanks of children spoken 
That hover in his ears ? 

The angels laugh, your brothers, 
Cliild, hearing you thank me. 

With eyes whence night grows sunny. 
And touch of lips like honey, 

And words like honey-dew : 

But how shall I thank you ? 

For gifts above all others 
What guerdon-gift may be ? 

What wealth of words caressing. 

What choice of songs found best. 
Would seem not as derision, 

Found vain beside the vision 
And glory from above 
Shown in a child’s heart’s love ; 

His part in life is blessing ; 

Ours, only to be blest 



A Cff/LD^S BATTLES 

Afit — P»DA>. 

PiuiSE of the IcQtghts of old 
hU; sleep theit ute u told^ 

And DO mm ores 
The praise trhicb fires our hp* a 
A kaights «hose fiuse eclipses 
Ail of then. 

The ruddiest light in heivea 
Blaaed as ba birth star seveo 
Long) ears ago 
All glcrf cro«n that old year 
IV’htcb brought our atout small soldief 
Wth the snow I 

Each bal^ bom haa one 
Star, for h» friends a sui^ 

The first of stars 
And we, (he mow tre scan it, 

The more grow sure jour planet, 
Oidd, was Mars. 



A CHILD'S BATTLES. 
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Por each one flower, perchance, 
Blooms as his cognizance : 

The snoAvdrop chill, 

The violet unbeholden. 

For some : for you the golden 
Daffodil 

Erect, a fighting flower, 

It breasts the breeziest hour 
That ever blew. 

And bent or broke things brittle 
Or frail, unlike a little 
Knight like you. 

Its flower is firm and fresh 
And stout like sturdiest flesh 
Of children ; all 

The strenuous blast that parches 
Spring hurts it not till March is 
Near his fall. 

If winds that prate and fret 
Remark, rebuke, regret, 

Lament, or blame 
The brave plant’s martial passion. 
It keeps its ow free fashion 

All the same. 

( 

We that would fain seem wise 
Assume grave mouths and eyes 
^Vhose looks reprove 



^ cmLn'S BATTISS. 

Thit tongoa ijtbcsgm 
Of thetf 

lie HOT ^ 

With heel on goige 
Seentrmpl»£'i'>'™'’'"*“^ 
Ons.gnorH“k“««°”’ 

Sweet Sami George. 

Some tournament, pnch“«» 

0( hand! tk« couth no tow 

Mighlim»k»’“‘P°' 

Voor tats, it here loot p'OTaM 

Small GuenesOT siete present, 
LauBcelot 

Mybta.ebnghteo..et,youneea 

No foo\tth song, nor heed 
It more thai» spring 

The sighs otsonterstnelien 

Dead uhen Jo" r“i'“''‘“' 
Here, my kmg. 

Yet 0, how hardly may 
The wheels of smgmg sUy 
That whirl along 
Bnght paths whence echo raises 
The phantom of your praises, 
Child, my song ! 
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Beyond all other things 
That give my words fleet wings, 

Fleet wings and strong, 

You set their jesses ringing 
Till hardly can I, singing, 

Stint my song. 

Eat all things better, friend, 

And worse must find an end : 

And, right or wong, 

'Tis time, lest rhyme should baffle, 

I doubt, to put a snaffle 
On my song. 

And never may your ear 
Aught harsher hear or fear. 

Nor wolfish night 
Nor dog-toothed winter snarling 
Behind your steps, my darling 
My delight ! 

For all the gifts you give 
Me, dear, each day you live, 

Of thanks above 
All thanks that could be spoken 
Take not my song in token, 

Take cay lave. 





A CHILD'S FUTURE 


\\ HAT u pkue you, ny dailmg, hereaAer to ba f 

Fame upon Und viU you look for, or glory by tCA? 

GiUast your life «tU be al«ays, and aU of tt Ut*- 

Free u the nnd whea the heart of the twilight u 
ihrred 

Eattward, and sound* from the fpnngs of the susnse 
ate heard 

Free— <ind we know tot anodieT u lafimte word. 

Darkness or twilight or sunlight may compass us 
mund, 

Hate may arise op against os, or hope may confound, 

Lose may forsake us , yet may not the spurt be 
boumL 

Free m oppression of gnef as in ardour of Joy 

£ lU may the soul be, nnd each to her strength as a 
toy 

Free in the glance of the man as the smile of the boy 



J CHILD'S FUTURE. 
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Freedom alone is the salt and the spirit that gives 
Life, and without her is nothing that verily lives ; 
Death cannot slay her : she laughs upon death and 
forgives. 

Brightest and hardiest of roses anear and afar 
Glitters the blithe little face of you, round as a star : 
Libert}' bless you and keep you to be as you are, 

England and liberty bless you and keep you to be 
Worthy the name of their child and the sight of their 
sea : 

Fear not at all j for a slave, if he fears not, is free. 



SONNETS 
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L 

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE, 

Crowned, girdled, garbed and shod with light and fire, 
Son first-bom of the morning, sovereign star 1 
Soul nearest ours of all, that wert most far, 

Most far off in the abysm of time, thy lyre 
Hung highest above the darvn-enkindled quire 
Where all ye sang together, all that are, 

And all the starry songs behind thy car 
Rang sequence, all our souls acclaim thee sire. 

' If all the pens that ever poets held 

Had fed the feeling of their masters’ thoughts,* 

And as with rush of hurtling chariots 
The flight of all their spirits were impelled 
Toward one great end, thy glory — nay, not then, 
Eat yet wight’sc thou be praised enough of men. 



n. 

wruTAir sharespeare. 

Kot if nen'i tODgioes ud angeU' all in one 
Spate, might ihe word be and that might fpeikTl ee 
Streuea, winds, mods, fiowtn, fields, mounaios, 
yea, the sea, 

^^'hat power is m ihetn all to praise the no? 

Hw praise is this,— he can be praised of none, 
hlan.iroaao, child, ptaue Cod for him, hot he 
Exults not to be mt^ipped, but to be. 

He IS , and, being, beholds his work arell done* 

All joy, all glory, all sorTo% all strength, all mirth, , 
Ate hia snihout bun, day were night on earth. 

Tune knows not fits from tune a own period. 

AH Votes, aU twvps, aU ttoVs, all flutes, all ly«s, 

Fall dumb before him ere one scnng suspires. 

AU stars ate angels , but the son is God. 



jbi:n y^oNsoN. 


Broad-based, broad-fronted, bounteous, multiform, 
With many a valley impleached with ivy and vine, 
WTierein the springs of all the streams run wine, 

And many a crag full-faced against the storm. 

The mountain where thy Muse’s feet made warm 
Those lan-ns that revelled rvith her dance divine 
Shines yet with fire as it was wont to shine 
From tossing torches round the dance aswarm. 

Nor less, high-stationed on the grey grave heights, 
High-thoughted seers with heaven’s heart-kindling lights 
Hold converse ; and the herd of meaner things 
Knows or by fiery scourge or fiery shaft 
When wrath on thy broad brows has risen, and laughed, 
Darkening thy soul with shadow of thunderous wings. 



^EAVMOirr AND FLETCHER. 


Ak hour ere sudden sunset fired the ves^ 

Arose t»o stars upon the pale deep east 
The hall of heaven was clear for lugh^i htgh feast 
Yet was ao: yet da/a fierv heart at rest 
Love leapt up from his mother's buromg breast 
To see those warm twin lights, as da;r decreased, 
Wax Wider, tiU when all the tun had ceased 
As suns they shone from evening's kindled crest 
Xnosa them andWween, a quickening bre, 

Flamed Venus, laughing with appeased desire. 

Their dawn, scarce lovelier for the gleam of tears, 
Filled half the hoUo* shell ’twixt heaven and earth 
NVlih sound like moonlight, mingling moan and mirth, 
Whidi nngs and glitters down the darkling )ears. 



PHILIP MASSINGER. 


Clouds here and there arisen an hour past noon 
Chequered our English heaven w’th lengthening bars 
And shadow and sound of wheel- winged thunder-cars 
Assembling strength to put forth tempest soon, 

When the clear still warm concord of thy tune 
Rose under skies unscared by reddening Mars 
Yet, like a sound of silver speech of stars, 

With full mild flame as of the mellowing moon. 

Grave and great-hearted Massinger, thy face 
High melancholy lights with loftier grace 
Than gilds the brow s of revel : sad and wise, 

The spirit of thought that moved thy deeper song, 
Sorrow serene in soft calm scorn of wrong. 

Speaks patience yet from thy majestic eyes. 



TIIL 


TJ10.VAS DECKER 

Out of the depths of darklz&s whet^ sto 
laughs piteously that sorroir should not fcao» 

Her on ill name, Dor voe be counted voe , 
\\'here hate and craft and lust make dieaner dm 
Than sounds through dreams that gnef holds revel in i 
\\’hal chann of jo) bells ringing, streams that flO'^» 
^Vlnds that blow healing la each note they bloie, 

Is this that the outer darkness hears begin? 

0 sweetest heart of all thy tiao sare one, 

Star sera for loie's sake nearest to the ran. 

Hang lampUke o'er a dense and doleful city, 

Not Shakespeare’s very spint, howe’er more great, 
Than thme toward man was more compassionate, 

Nor gave Chrut praise fiombps more sweet with pitf 
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A WILD moon riding high from cloud to cloud, 

That sees and sees not, glimmenng far beneath, 
Hell’s children revel along the shudde'ring heath 
With dirge-like mirth and raiment like a shroud: 

A worse fair face than witchcraft’s, passion-proud. 

With brows biood-ftecked behind their bridal wreath 
And lips that bade the assassin’s sword find sheath 
Deep in the heart whereto love’s heart was vowed: 

A game of close contentious crafts and creeds 

Played till white England bnng black Spain to shame 
A son’s bright sword and brighter soul, whose deeds 
High conscience lights for mother’s love and fame : 
Pure gipsy flowers, and poisonous courtly weeds : 

Such tokens and such trophies crown thy name. 
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Toil, if ttvey loi ed thee best who called thee Tom, 
IVbai else may all men call the^ seeing thus bnghl 
Even }et the laughing and the weeping hght 
lhat still thy kind old eyes are kindled from? 

Small care was thine to assail and overcome 
Time and his child Oblivion yet of ngbt 
Thy name has part with names of lordlier might 
For English love and homely sense of home, 

^Vho8e fragrance keeps thy small sweet bayleaf young 
And giv es u place aloft among thv peers 
IVhence many » wreath once h-gber strong Tiae 
has hurled 

And this ihy praise is sweet on Shakespeare s tongue— 
' O good old mao, bow well in thee appears 
Toe constant semce of the antique world 1 ‘ 
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High priest of Homer, not elect in vain, 

Deep trumpets blow before thee, shawms behind 
Mix music with the rolling wheels that wind 
Slow through the labouring triumph of thy train ; 

Fierce history, molten in thy forging brain. 

Takes form and fire and fashion from thy mind, 
Tormented and transmuted out of kind ; 

But howsoe’er thou shift thy strenuous strain, 

Like Tailor* smooth, like Fisher® swollen, and now 
Grim Yarrington ® scarce bloodier marked than thou. 
Then bluff asMayne’s ^ or broad-mouthed Barr}’’s ® glee , 
Proud still with hoar predominance of brow 
And beard like foam swept off the broad blown sea. 
Where’er thou go, men’s reverence goes with thee. 

* Author of The Uo^ hath lost his PeaH. 

• Author of Fuimtis Trees, or the Trtie Trojans, 

• Author of T-ivo Tragedies in One, 

* Author of The City JIfateh, 

6 Author of Ram-AUey, or Merry Tricks, 
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XV. 

the tribe of BENyAMIN. 

Sons bom of many a loyal Muse to Ben, 

All true-begotten, warm mth wine or ale. 

Bright from the broad light of his presence, hail 1 
Prince Randolph, nighest his throne of all his men, 
Being highest in spirit and heart who hailed him then 
King, nor might other spread so blithe a sail ; 
Carhvright, a soul pent in with narrower pale, 
Praised of thy sire for manful might of pen : 

Marmion, whose verse keeps alway keen and fine 
The perfume of their Apollonian wine 
AVho shared with that stout sire of all and thee 
The exuberant chalice of his echoing shrine ; 

Is not your praise writ broad in gold which he 
Inscribed, that all who praise his name should see? 
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ti 

HaugMon, Trhose nurth gave w^man all het w31 
Field, bright and loud with laughing flower and bird 
And keen alternate notes of laud and gird 
Fames, dukenuig once with Boi^u's deeds the quiU 
\Vhich tuned the passion of Parthenophil 
Blithe burly Porter, broad and bold of word 
Wilkins, a voice with strenuons pity suited 
TurkMason Brewer, whose tongue drops honeysdU 
Rough Rowley, handling song with Esau’s hand 
LightNabbes lean Sharpham, rank and raw by turns, 
But fragrant with a forethought once of Bums i 
Soft Davenport, sad robed, but Withe and bbnd t 
Brome, gipsy led across the woodland ferns 
Praise be ssath all, and place among our band. 



V99 


XXL 

EPILOGUE. 

Our mother, TThich wast twic^ as history saith, 

Found first among the nations : once, when she 
^Vho bore thine ensign saw the God in thee 
Smite Spain, and bring forth Shakespeare : once, when death 
Shrank, and Rome’s bloodhounds cowered, at Milton’s breath 
hlore than thy place, then first among the free. 

More than that sovereign lordship of the sea 
Bequeathed to Cromwell from Elizabeth, 

More than thy fiery guiding-star, which Drake 
Hailed, and the deep saw lit again for Blake, 

More than all deeds wTought of thy strong right hand. 

This praise keeps most tliy fame's memorial strong, 

That thou wast head of all these streams of song. 

And time bows down to thee as Shakespeare’s land. 
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Z 

A MONTH TOthout sight of the sun 
Rising or reigning or setting 
Tlirough daj'S without use of the day, 
'\^^l0 calls it the month of May? 

The sense of the name is undone 
And the sound of it fit for forgetting. 

We shall not feel if the sun rise, 

We shall not care when it sets : 

If a nightingale make night’s air 
As noontide, why should we care ? 

Till a light of delight that is done rise. 
Extinguishing grey regrets ; 

Till a child's face lighten again 
On the twilight of older faces ; 

Till a child’s voice fall as the dew 
On furroivs with heat parched through 
And all but hopeless of grain, 
Refi'eshing the desolate places — 

Fall clear on the ears of us hearkening 
And hungering for food of the sound 
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And thirrtmsforjoyof his voia 
Till the hearU in us heaz and lejoics, 

And the thoughts of them doubting and 
daikenmg 

S^jo ce mth ft glad thug found. 

AVkea the heart of our gbdness is gone, 
\\’hat comfort IS left with us after? 

When the bght of our ejes « away, 

ViTiat glory remains upon May, 

WTiat blessug of song w thereon 
If we drmk not the light of h s laughter? 

Ho small sweet face wuli the daytime 
To welcome wanner than noon I 
No sweet small voice as a bnd’s 
To bnng us the day's first words 1 
Mid May for us here is not Maytuae t 
No summer begins with June 

A whole dead month m the dark, 

A dawn m the nusts that o'ercome her 
StiSed and smothered and sad — 

Sw^ speed to it, barren and bad I 
And return to u^ voice of the lark, 

And mnam with us, eunlight of summet 
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Alas, wliat right has the dawn to glimmer, 
Wial right has llie \vlnd to do aught but 
moan ? 

All the day should be dimmer 
Because wc arc left alone. 

Yestennorn like a sunbeam present 
Hither and thither a light step smiled. 

And made eacli place for us pleasant 
With the sense or the sight of a child. 

But the leaves persist as before, and after 
Our parting the dull day still bears flowers 

And songs less bright than his laughter 
Deride us from birds in the bowers. 

Birds, and blossoms, and sunlight only, 

As though such folly sufficed for spring 1 

As though the house were not lonely 
For watt of the child its king t 
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in 

Asi ESP and afar toy dailiog 

Lies, and heeds noi th^ tight, 

If Binds be sumng or storms be ^cailmg } 

For hi* sleep » its own sweet light 

1 sit where he sat beside me quaffing 
The wine of story and song 
Poured forth of immortal cups, and hughmg 
^\'hen mirth m the draught grew strong. 

I broVe the gold of the words, to melt it 
For hands but seven years old. 

And they caught the tale as a bird, and felt tt 
hfore bnght than visible gold. 

And he drank down deep, with his eyes broad 
bcamjr^ 

Here in this room where I am, 

The golden vintage of Shakespeare, gleaming 
In the sdiei \cssds of Lamb 
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Here by my hearth where he was I listen 
For the shade of tlie sound of a word. 

Athirst for tlie birdlike eyes to glisten, 

For tlie tongue to chirp like a bird. 

At the blast of battle, how broad they brightened, 
Like fire in the spheres of stars. 

And clung to the pictured page, and lightened 
As keen as the heart of Mars ! 

At the touch of laughter, how swift it twittered 
The shrillest music on earth ; 

How the lithe limbs laughed and the whole child 
glittered 

With radiant riot of mirtli ! 

Our Shakespeare now, as a man dumb*stricken, 
Stands silent there on the shelf ; 

And my thoughts, that had song in the heart of them, 
sicken, 

And relish not Shakespeare’s self. 

And my mood grows moodier than Hamlet’s even, 
And man delights not me, 

But only the face that mom and even 
My heart leapt only to see. 

That my heart made merry within me seeing^ 

And sang as his laugh kept time : 

But song finds now no pleasure in being. 

And love no reason in rhyme. 
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IV 

MtLD l>Iaj blos'.oi \ anJ proud sweet baj»flow«r, 
Wiai, for shame, would jou lure with xu here? 
It IS not the month of the May flower 
Tins, but the f»1l of the year 

Floners open only their bps m dcnsioo, 

Leax e$ are as Angers that point in seom 
The shows we s^e area xision , 

Spring Is not lenly bom 
Yet boughs turn su^-plc and buds grow sappy, 

As though the sun were indeed the sun 
And all our woods are happy 
With all their buds save one 
Tiut spruig IS Over, but summer is over, 

But autumn is oxer, and winter stands 
lYitli his feet nmt deep in the clover 
And cowslips cold in his hands 

His hoar grim head bss a hawthorn bonnet, 

His gnarled gaimt hand has a gay green staff 
W’lth new blown rose blosmm on it 
But his bugh u a dead man’s laugh. 
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The laugh of spring that the heart seeks after, 
The hand that the whole world yearns to kiss, 
It rings not here in his laughter, 

The sign of it is not this. 

There is not strength in it left to splinter 
TaU oaks, nor frost in his breath to sting : 

Yet It is but a breath as of w’inter, 

And it is not the hand of spring 
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The mommg that bnrgs after trany 
Days fled with no light upon any 
The smaU bxx: back irhicb is gaae , 
IVhen the iored htde hands once mare 
Shall struggle and strain at the door 
They beat thetr summons upon 
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VII. 


If a soul for but seven days were cast out of heaven 
and its mirth, 

They would seem to her fears like as seventy years 
upon eardi. 

Even and monow should seem to her sorrow as long 

As the passage of numberless ages in slumberless 
song. 

Datwi, roused by the lark, would be surely as dark in 
her sight 

As her measureless measure of shadowless pleasure 
was bright. 

Noon, gilt but wth glory of gold, would be hoary 
and grey 

In her eyes that had gazed on the depths, unamazed 
with the day. 

Night hardly would seem to make darker her dream 
never done, 

When it could but withhold what a man may behold 
of the sun. 
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QC. 

As a poor niin hungenns standi with insatute eyes 
and hands 

Void of bread 

Ri^ht in 8 ght o( men that (east while lua Ca-tcme with 
aq least 

Cruinb u fed, 

Hee aaross the gudea wall can I hear strasRe cHl 
dren call, 

Watdt them play, 

From the « indow ed seal aboi-e, whence the goodher 
cluld 1 lore 

Is away 

Here the sights we saw Ic^ether moi’ed lua ftncy lihe 
a feather 

To wjd fto, 

Now to wonder, and thereafter to the sunny stona of 
laughter 


Loud and low — 
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Sights engraven on storied pages where man’s tale of 
seven swift ages 

All was told — 

Seen of eyes yet bright from heaven— for the lips that 
laughed were seven 

Sweet years old. 
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■\\nY should May remember 
March, if hfarclt forget 
The days that began »ilh December, 

The nights that a frost could fret ? 

All iheu gnefr arc done with 
Kow the bright months bless 
Fit souls to rejoice m the sua mth, 

Fit heads for Ute wind’s caress , 

Souls of children qoicheoing 
^Vlth the nhote worlds mirth, 

Heads doseher than field flowers thickening 
That crowd and illuminate earth. 

Now that May’s tall musters 
Files of baby bands 
To marshal m loyfollet dusters 
Than the flowers that encumber their hands 

Yet morose Noiember 
Found than no less ^y, 

With nought to forget or remember 
Less bnght than a branch of may 
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All the seasons moving 
Move their minds alike 
Applauding, acclaiming, approving 
All hours of the year that strike. 

So my heart may fret not, 

Wondering if my friend 
Remember me not or forget not 
Or ever the month find end. 

Not that love sows lighter 
Seed in children so\vn, 

But that life being lit in them brighter 
Moves fleeter than even our o\vn. 

May nor yet September 
Binds their hearts, that yet 
Remember, forget, and remember, 
Forget, and recall, and forget. 
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XI 

As light on « lalce s Cace moving 
B«t« cen a doud and a doud 
Till night redaim it, rcpronng 
The heart that exults too loud, 

The heart that watching rejoicrt 
WTien soft it awms into sight 
Applauded of all the voices 
And stars of the windj night. 

So bnef and unsure, but saeeter 
Than cier a njocodtn-n smded. 
Moves, measured of no tunes metre, 
ITie song in the soul of a child , 

The song that the sweet soul singing 
Half listens, and hardly hears, 
Though sw cetcr than Joy bells nnging 
And brighter than jo/s own tears , 

The song that ttmembiance of pleasure 
Begms, and forgetfulness ends 
Wth a Soft swift change in the measure 
That rings in lemembrascc of fnends 
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As the moon on the lake’s face flashes, 
So haply may gleam at whiles 
A dream through the dear deep lashes 
IVhereunder a child’s eye smiles, 

And the least of us all that love him 
May take for a moment part 
With angels around and above him, 
And I find place in his heart 
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XTU 

Child, were joa lunless and lonely— 
Dear, were jou km to me— 

My love were coippasstonate only 
Or such u It needs «onld be. 

But eyes of father and mother 
Like siml ght shed on you shine 
What need you bare heed ofaDOlhet 
Such new stnnge lote as u mine? 

It IS not meet if unruly 
Hands take of the chi'dren's bread 
And cast U to dogs , but truly 
'Bhe dogs after all would be fed 

On crumbs from the diBdren's table 
That crumbly dropped from above, 
My heart feeds, fed with unstibJe 
Loose wads of a child s hgbt lore 

Though love m your heart were bnltle 
As glass that breaks with a touch. 
You haply would lend him a little 
Who surely would give you much 
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Here is a rough 
Rude sketch of my friend, 
Faint-coloured enough 
And unworthily penned. 

Fearlessly fair 
And triumphant he stands, 
And holds unaware 
Friends’ hearts in liis hands ; 

Stalwart and straight 
As an oak that should bring 
Forth gallant and great 
Fresh roses in spring. 

On the paths of his pleasure 
All graces that wait 
IVhat metre shall measure 
IVhat rhyme shall relate 

Each action, each motion, 

Each feature, each limb, 
Demands a devotion 
In honour of him ; 
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Head that the hand 

Ofagodtni^thaTeblest, 

laid lustrous and bland 

On the cun e of >t* ' 


Mouth sweeter than chemes 
K.cen eyes as of W“* 
Browner than bemes 

And bnghter than stati 


Hoi colour nor wordy 
Wealc song can declare 
The stature how sturdy* 

How stalwart his air 


As a kmg m his bright 

Presence chamber may be, 

So seems he m height— 

Twice Mgher than your toe' 


As a wamot sedate 

With reserve ofhis power, 
So seems be in state— 

As tall as a flower . 


As a rose overtowenug 
The ranlcs of die rest 
That beneath it lie cowering, 

Less bright than then best 
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And his hands are as sunny 
As ruddy ripe com 

Or the browner-hued honey 
From heather-bells borne. 

When summer sits proudest, 
Fulfilled with its mirth. 

And rapture is loudest 
In air and on earth, 

The suns of all hours 
That have ripened the roots 

Bring forth not such flowers 
And beget not such fmits. 

And well though I know it, 

As fain would I write, 

Child, never a poet 
Could praise you aright 

I bless you ? the blessing 
Were less than a jest 

Too poor for expressing j 
I come to be bles^ 

With humble and dutiful 
Heart, from above : 

Bless me, O my beautiful 
Innocent love I 
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Tills rhyme 

Wth a smile ms beguo , 
But the goal of hn mys 

Is uncovered to iwm^ 

Nor pervious oB aftet 
The limit irnpeod , 

It IS not in laughter 
These rhymes of you 
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XIY, 


Spring, and fall, and summer, and winter, 

Which may Earth love least of them all. 

Whose arms embrace as their signs imprint her, 
Summer, or winter, or spring, or fall ? 

The clear-eyed spring with the wood-birds mating, 
The rose-red summer with eyes aglow, 

The yellow fall with seiene eyes waiting, 

The tvild-eyed winter with hair all snow ? 

Spring’s eyes are soft, but if frosts benumb her 
As winter’s otvn will her shrewd breath sting : 

Storms may rend the raiment of summer. 

And fall grow bitter as harsh-lipped spring. 

One sign for summer and winter guides me, 

One for spring, and the like for fall : 

Whichever from sight of my friend divides me, 
That is the v/orst ill season of all. 
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ORSE than nmtcr is spnng 
ir I come not to sight of rey king 
But then what s spnng will it be 
tVTiea my king takes homage of me t 

1 send his grace from afar 
Homage, as though to a star , 

As a shepherd whose flock takes flight 
May worship a sui by night 

As a flock that a wolf is upoa 
hly songs take flight and are gone 
No heart w m any to smg 
Aught hut the praise of my kic{^ 

Tam would I ODce and again 
Sing deeds and passions of men 
But ever a childs head gleams 
Between my work and my dr e ams. 

Between my hand and my eyes 
The lines of a small (ace nse, 

^od the lines I trace and retrace 
Are none bnt those of the flice. 
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Till the tale of all this flock of days alike 
All be done, 

Weary days of waiting till the month’s hand strike 
Thirt}'-one, 

Till the clock’s hand of the month break off, and end 
With the clock, 

Till the last and whitest sheep at last be penned 
Of the flock, 

I their shepherd keep the count of night and day 
Witli my song, 

Though my song be, like this month which once was 
May, 

All too long. 
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On old Gr«v ey« m *cul?we stn3ed 
To shape him like a 

Ko face full pown of »n oar dearest 

So Lshtens «Q darkn-s^ 

Most loecd Of all our h*arj bo d c« 
So far oatsHines the »». 


Ki when with %\x shy ssii'es that feign 
Doabi if the hoar be dear, il« Ume 
Fit to break oT ny work agam 
Or sport of prose or thyme, 
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xnn. 

Out of sight, 

Out of mind 1 
Could the light 
Prove unkind? 

Can the sun 
Quite forget 
IVhat was done 
Ere he set? 

Does the moon 
IVhen she wanes 
Leave no tune 
That remains 

In the void 
Shell of night 
Overcloyed 
Wth her light? 

Must the shore 
At low tide 
Feel no more 
Hope or prid^ 
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l«o intense 
Joy to bSf 
In ^ sense 
Of tlie sel- 
ls the poises 
Ofhershoclcs 
It repulses, 

When lU tochs 

ThHn and nng 
As with glee? 
Has my king 
Cast cS me, 

tVhom no bird 
Flpng south 
Bnngs one word 
From his mouth? 

Kot the ghost 
Of a word 
Riding post 
Have 1 heard, 

Soce the day 
^tlien my long 
Took away 
With him spnng. 



A DARK MONTH. 


333 


And the cup 
Of each flower 
Shrivelled up 
That same hour, 

With no light 
Left behind. 

Out of sight. 

Out ot mind f 
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Seuuss 1 adore jtm 
And£aU 

On the knees of my spmt before yott 
After all, 

You need not insult, 

My king, , 

Wth neglect, though your spmt exult 
In the spring, 

E>en me, thon^ not worth, 

God knows, 

One word of you sent me « mirth. 

Or one rose 

Out of all in your garden 

That grow . 

\\TieTe the tost and the wind nev cr harden 
Flakes of snow, 

Kor ever is ram 
At all, 

But the roses rejoice to remain 
Fair and tall—" 
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The roses of love, 

More sweet 

Than blossoms that rain from above 
Round our feet, 

When under high bowers 
We pass. 

Where the west wind freckles with flowers 
All the grass. 

But a child’s thoughts bear 
More bright 

Sweet visions by day, and more fair 
Dreams by night, 

Than summer’s whole treasure 
Can be : 

What am I lhathis thought should takepleasure, 
Then, in me ? 

I am only my love’s 
True lover. 

With a nestful of songs, lilce doves 
Under cover, 

That I bring in my cap 
Fresh caught. 

To be laid on ray small king’s lap^ — 

Worth iust nought. 



^ DAnlC MOUTH. 

Y<lithapl/ta2y*^P 

Wtota ’>»>«!> b hJ i> ” “P 

la a tree. 


WTU remetabcf me w» 

Ss.t b= thotoosyr 
orthii Mar— 

Or perthance, d fuch pact 

Sol't’lSt wka 1 4~= rf I* 

Ofeimcftae. 

Or if this be wo hi^ 

A hope 

For me to prefigort la wj 
Horoscope, 

He may dream of the place 

mete srt , _ 

EaVtd o»ce in Bin >«>“ nf hi5 tu*. 
Who now tee 


Nought brighter, not one 
Thing bngh^ 

Than the stars and the moon 


and tb* 
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XX. 


Day by darkling day, 

Overpassing, bears away 
Somewhat of the burden of tiiis weary May, 

Night by numbered night, 

Waning, brings more near in sight 
Hope that grows to vision of my heart’s delight 

Nearer seems to bum 
In the dawn’s rekindling um 
Flame of fragrant incense, hailing his return. 


Louder seems each bird 
In the brightening Dranches heard 
Still to speak some ever more delightful word. 


All the mists that swim 
Round the daams that grow less dim 
StiUwax brighter and more bright \vith hope of hiia, 
z 
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AU tbe sut s that m« 

fnag that day more n«r our ejc* 

Whtn the light of him »hi!l cttar out dotted sTu«. 

Ati the wtkSj that toam 
Fniufal fi<\ds ot frutd-n foatt 
Elow the bfight hour near lh*i btinss h J hnghi 
Cice hctre 
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I HEAR of two far hence 
In a garden met, 

And the fragranee blown from thence 
Fades not yet. 

The one is seven years old, 

And my friend is he : 

But the years of the other have told 
Eighty-three. 

To hear these twain converse 
Or to see them greet 

Were sweeter than softest verse 
May be sweet. 

The hoar old gardener there 
With an eye more mild 

Perchance than his mild white hair 
Meets the child. 

I had rather hear the words 
That the frvaia exchange 

Than the songs of all the birds 
There that range. 



A bauk iioxrrr 

Throws'' 

W'hers the wo 
Those two head*. 

And which may hohtrbe 
Held In 

Orniore»orthheaif«tk«^*' 
No man know*- 
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xxn. 


Of such is the kingdom of heavem 
No glory that ever was shed 

From the crowning star of the seven 
That crown the north world’s head, 

No word that ever was spoken 
Of human or godlike tongue, 

Gave ever such godlike token 
Since human harps were strung. 

No sign tliat ever was given 
To faitliful or faithless eyes 

Showed ever beyond clouds riven 
So clear a Paradise. 

Earth’s creeds may be seventy times seven 
And blood have defiled each creed : 

If of such be the kingdom of heaven, 

It must be heaven indeed. 
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SO 


xxm. 


The Bifid on the dcmus » bnghi 
M thojgh from (b$ sea 
Ard mom 05 tod right 
Talie comfort «giin tnih »c 


He IS nvaiet to-dav. 

Each ni-ht to each tnoming saith, 
Whose return thatlmi'cileiJ 
W ith the balm of his Lieath. 


The senset to the moon, 

He 19 neater to-ni^t 
Whose coming in June 

Is looXed for more than the light- 


Bird ansveTS to bird. 

Hour pis»es the sign on to hour, 
And for }Of of the bnght news heard 
Hover mun n a rs to flower 
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The ways that were glad of his feet 
In the woods that he knew 
Grow softer to meet 
The sense of Ins footfall anew. 

He is near now as day, 

Says hope to the new-born light : 
He is near now as June is to May, 
Says love to llie night. 
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xxtv 


Good thngs Ueep to console me 

For lack of the best of all, 

A child to commaad and control me, 
Bid come and remam at his call. 

Son, mod, and »oodtad and hieUand, 

Give all tot etetUiayEa™ 
Butmyvoildisaenlnnelesanltnd, 

My spint a mastcrlcss sUtc. 

And friends are about me, and tetter 
At summons of no man stand 
But I pine for the touch of a fetter, 
The curb of a strong king’s hand. 


Each hour of the day m her season 
Is mine to be served as I mU 
And for no more exquisite reason 
Are all served idly and DJ. 
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By slavery my sense is corrupted, 

My soul not fit to be free ; 

I •would fain be controlled, interrupted, 
Compelled as a thrall may be. 

For fault of spur and of bridle 
I tire of my stall to death ; 

My sail flaps joyless and idle 
For want of a small child's breath. 



346 


A BARK MONTB 


XXV 

KiTER and winter 
Tlie oarlt lines grow, 

And broader opens and biigblei 
The sense of the text below 

higUCall and morrow 
Bnog nigbcr the bo^ 

'Vhotn wanting we want not sorrow, 

'NTiem baring we want no joj 

Cleuier and clearer 
The sweet sense gtor; s 
Of the word nhich hath summer for hearu, 
The word on the bps of the rose. 

Duabily dwindles 
hach deathlike day. 

Till Jane leansii^ reloudle 
The d^th of the darkness of Jlay 
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‘ III 7iis blight tr.duincc anti ccllattivl light 

Must II: eomforicd^ not in his sphac.' 

Stars in heaven are many, 

Suns in heaven but one : 

Nor for man may any 
Star supplant the sun. 

Many a child as joyous 
As our far-off king 

Meets as though to annoy us 
In the paths of spring. 

Sure as spring gives warning, 

All things dance in tune : 

Sun on Easter morning, 

Cloud and rrindy moon, 

Stars between the tossing 
Boughs of tuneful trees, 

Sails of ships recrossing 
Leagues of dancing seas ; 



A DARK HOSTS 

BcstiinslltlmpUrtimt, 

Best of all «» 

Glib taore glad ^ Maytune, 
Boys more 


Muted mill sH*®” 

Bar lhioU£li 6cld and street 

Sm£ there silent glances, 

Ring there tadunt feet. 

FIoieetswliete.ithMsyerowiied 

Fall ere J“®* ^ downed » 
Childteo blossom round u» 

All tie whole year round. 


Is the garland worthless 
For one rose the less, 

And the feast made mirthless ? 
Love, at least, sap yo 

Strange rt were, with many 
Stars enkindling air, 

Should but one find any 
Welcome strange it were, 


Had one star alone won 

Praise for light from Cir 

Nay, love needs his own one 
Bright particular star 
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Hope and recollection 
Only lead him right 

In its bright reflection 
And collateral light 

Find as yet we may not 
Comfort in its sphere ; 

Yet these days will ^s’e^gh not 
When it warms us here ^ 

■When full-orbed it rises, 

Now divined afar ; 

None in all the skies is 
Half so good a star ; 

None that seers importune 
Till a sign be W'on : 

Star of our good fortune. 

Rise and reign, our sun I 
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30CVIL 

I r\5S by the smjU room nov forlorn 
\Vherc once ead» mgbt as 1 passed I Vnew 
A child’s bright sleep from even to mom 
Made srect the whole night throoglt 

As a soundless shell, as a songless ne<t, 
Seems now the room that ivas radiant then 
^od fragrant nth his happier rest 
Than that of slumbensg roen. 

The day therein »s less than the day, 

The night is inclined rugbt now therein 
Heancr the dark seems there to weigh, 

And slower the dawns begin. 

As a nest fulBUcd with buds, as a shell 
Fulfilled wift breath of a god’s om hjTiin, 
Again shall be this bare blanV. cell. 

Made sweet again widi him. 
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XXVIII. 


Spring darkens before us, 
A flame going down, 
With chant from the chorus 
Of days -without crown — 
Cloud, rain, and sonorous 
Soft wind on the down. 


She is wearier not of us 
Than we of the dream 
That spnng -was to love us 
And joy was to gleam 
Through the shadows above us 
That shift as they stream. 


Half dark and half hoary. 
Float far on the loud 
Mild wind, as a glory 
Half pale and half proud 
From the twilight of story, 
Her tresses of doud ; 
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like rhanioms that glimmer 
Of glones of old . 
With ever yet dimmer 
Pale aiclets of gold 
As darkness grows gnmmer 
And memoiy more cold. 

Like hope growing dearer 
With wane of the moon. 
Shines toward os the nearer 
Gold fiendet of June, 

And a face with it dearer 
Than tnidsutninei noon. 
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xxnc. 

You send me your love in a letter, 

I send you my love in a song : 

Ah child, your gift is the better, 

Mine does you but mong. 

2^0 lam^ were the best Jess brittle 
No praise, were it wide as earth. 

Is worth so much as a little 
Child’s love may be worth. 

We see the diildren above us 
As they might angels above : 

Come back to us, child, if you love us, 
And bring us your lov'e. 


V 

AA 
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XXX. 

No time for booVs or for letters * 
l\'hat tine should there he ? 

No room for ushs and their fetters 
FuU room to be &ee. 


The skind and (he sun and the Maytime 
Had never a 

More worthy the roost that hjs playtime 
Could give of Its best 


If run sboidd come on, pcradventure, 
(But sunshine forbid ') 

Vain hope tn us tii^y might veoturo 
To dream as it did. 


But never may come, of alt comers 
Least welcome, the ram, 

To mix mfh his servant the summer’s 
Rose gariandcd tram 1 
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He ivould write, but his hours are as busy 
As bees in the sun, 

And the jubilant whirl of their dizzy 
Dance never is done. 

The message is more than a letter, 

Let love understand, 

And the thought of his Joys even better 
Than sight of his hand. 
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WivD, high $Du\ed, fWi\ hearted 
Soulh west Wind nf the spring I 
Er# April and earth had parted, 

Shins, bn^ht xnth thy foneard wing, 

Grew darV uj an honr mji ihc thadow behind it, thit 
bade not a bud daie sing 

^V^n<^ whose feet arc sonny, 

W lod whose wwgs aic cloud, 

'Wjth lips more sweet than honey 
Stitt, speab tht^ low or loud, 

Pejoice now again in the strength of thine heart let 
the depth of thy soul wax proud 


^Ve hear thee singing or sighing 
Just not pven to sight, 

Att but Tj^ly fl>iog 
Eetwero t^e doyds and the light, 

And the light in our hcaits is cnhindkd, the shadow 
therejo of the clouds put to Itight 
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From the gift of thine hands rre gather 
Tlie core of the flowers tlierein, 

Keen glad heart of heather, 

Hot sweet heart of whin, 

Twin breaths in tl]y godlike breath close blended of 
wild spring’s wildest of kin. 


All but visibly beating 

We feel thy wings in the far 
Clear waste, and the plumes of them fleeting, 
Soft as swan’s plumes are, 

And strong as a wild sw-an’s pinions, and swift as the 
flash of the flight of a star. 


As the flight of a planet enkindled 
Seems thy far soft flight 
Now May’s reign has dwindled 
And the crescent of June takes light 
And the presence of summer is here, and the hope of 
a welcomcr presence in sight. 


Wind, sw'cet-souled, great-hearted 
Southwest wind on the wold 1 
From us is a glory departed 
That now shall return as of old. 

Borne back on thy wings as an eagle’s expanding, and 
crowned with tlie sundawn’s gold. 
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There is not a flower hut rejoices, 

There is not a leaf but has heard 
AH the fidds find voices, 

Att the woods are stined 
There is not a nest but is brighter because of the 
coming of one bright bird. 

Out of dawn and morning, 

Noon and afternoon. 

The sun to the world gives warning 
Of news that brightens the moon , 

And the stats all night exult with us, heanng of joy 
that shall come with June. 
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1 or the roof overKead of the pines is astir with dehgM 
as of jubDant voices, 

And the door underfoot of the bracken and heather 
alive as a heart that njoices. ' 

For the house that was childless awhile, and the 1 -ght 
of It darkened, the puke of it dwindled, 

Rings radiant again tnth a child’s bright feet, wath the 
bght of his face is rekindled. 

And thewais of the ineadon-s that Ineiv hiro, the 
sweep of the down that the sl.>'’s belt closes. 
Grow gladder at heart than the soft inod made them 
whose feet were but fragrant with roses, 

Thougb the fall of the year be upon us, who trusted 
tn June and by June were defrauded, 

And the sumicer that brought us not back Oie dcs Je 
of our ej cs 6e gone hence unappCiuded 
For July came joyless among us, and August went 
out from us and and s’enie, 

And the hope of our hearts, as it seemed, was no 
more than a Sower that the seasons imperil. 

And the JO) of our hearts, as it seemed, than a thought 
which regret had not heart to remember, 

Till four dark months overpast were atoned for, and 
summer began m Sqiicmber , 

Hark, April again os a b rd ut the house with a child's 
voice hither and thithsr 

Sec. May in the garden again wuth a child* face 
cheering the woods ere the/ wither 
June Uuglis in the hgfat of his eyes, and July on the 
sunbnght chicks of hua alombcrs, 
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And August glows in a smile more sweet than the 
cadence of gold-raoutlied numbers. 

In the morning the sight of him brightens the sim, 
and the noon rvith delight in him flushes, 

And the silence of nightfall is music about him as 
soft as the sleep that it hushes. 

We awake with a sense of a sunrise that is not a gift 
of the sundawn’s giving, 

And a voice that salutes us is sweeter than all sounds 
else in the v orld of the living, 

And a presence that warms us is brighter than all in 
the world of our visions beholden. 

Though the dreams of our sleep were as those that 
the light of a world rvithout grief makes golden. 

For the best that the best of us ever devised as a 
likeness of heaven and its glory, 

IVliat was it of old, or what is it and will be for ever, 
in song or in story. 

Or in shape or in colour of carven or painted resem- 
blance, adored of all ages. 

But a vision recorded of children alive in the pictures 
of old or the pages ? 

IVhere children are not, heaven is not, and heaven if 
they come not again shall be never : 

But the face and the voice of a child are assurance of 
heaven and its promise for ever. 
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